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To al ad n Profeſſors of 
the G entle ( raft, of what degree ' - 


ſoeuer . 


T 2 Inde Gentlemen, and honeſt boone Crna 
2 ons, | preſent you here with a mere conceited 
= Comedie, called, the Shoomakers Ho day, acted 
NI my Lorde Admiralis Players this preſent 
'Chriſtmaſle, before the Queenes moſt excellent 
Maief he. For the mirth and pleaſant matter, by her Highnelle 
graciouſſy accepted; being indeede no way offenſi ne- The 
Argument of che lay I wilt ſet done inthis EpilUle : Sir © 
Hugh Lacie Earle of Lcalue, had a yong Gentleman of his 
owne name, his nere kinſman, tlut loued the Lorde NMaiors 
daughter of London; to preuent and croſſe which loue, the * * 
Earle cauſed his kinſman to be ſent Coronell of a companie . 
mto France: who reſigned lus place to another gentleman his 
friend, and came diſpufed hke a Dutch Shoomaker, to the 
owl of Symon Eyre in Tower ſtreete, who ſerued the Marr 
and his houſhold with ſhooes. The merriments that paſſed m 
Evres houſe; his comminggo be Maior of Landon, facies get- | 
ung his loue, and other accidents with two merry Pogo 
ſongs. Take all in good worth that is well mtendeg 
nothing | is purpoſed hut mirth , murth . 
which,vuth = * e 1 begegne, 
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8 The firſt Three- mant 


" EOF 
1 Song. 


O the month of Paie, the merrie month of Paie, 
| Do frelicke,ſo gap, and ſo griene, ſo greene,ſo greene: 

O and then did J, vnto my true loue lay, 

Swate Peg, theu ſhalt be my Summers Qutene. 


Dw the Nightingale, the pꝛettie Nightingale, 
Theſweeteſt finger in all the Fozrcftsquier; 
Intreates the ſweete Peggie, to heare thy true loues tale, 
Loc, ronder ſhe ſitteth, her bꝛeaſt againſt a bzier. 


But D ſpie the Cucko, the Cucko, the Cuchm, 

Se where lhe ſitteth, come away my iop: 

Come away J pꝛithee, J do not like the Cuckoo 
Should ſing where my Peggie and J kiſſe and top. 


= W the month of Paie, the merrie month of Pale, 
/ DVokrolike, ſo gav, and ſo grene,ſo greene,ſo greene: 

= And then did J, vnto my true loue ſay, % 
werte Peg, thou ſhalt be my Summers Nuerne, 
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The ſecond 7 2 


Thu is to be ſung at the lurer end. | 
N s the wind, and wel s the raine, — 
Saint Hugh be our god ſperde: 
Illis the weather that bꝛingeth no gatne, 
No2 helpes god hearts in nede. 


Trowle the boll, the iolly gut - bꝛownt boll, 
And here kind mate to thee: 

Let sing adirge foꝛ Saint Hughes ſoule, 
And downeti merrtly. 


* Pownc a downe, hey downe a downe, 
Ver derie deric down a down, Cloſe wich the tenor boy: 
Vo well done, to me let tome, 
King compaſſe gentle loy. 


Trowle the boll,the Nut-b2owne voll, 
And here kind gt. as often as there be men to drinke. 


Atlaſt when all haue Sikh; this verſe, 
Cold s the wind,and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be ourgodſpede: - 
Jl! is the weather that bꝛingeth no gaine, 
Noz helpesgod hearts in neede. 
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T he Prologue as it was pronounced 


before the Queenes 
Maieſtie. | 


ID 12200 as in a ſtoꝛme (expecting day) 

Mith trembung hands and eyes caſt vp to heauen, 
Make Pꝛapers the anchoꝛ of their conguerd hopes, 

So we (dere Goddeſſe) wonder of all eyes, 

Pour meaneſt vaſtalls (though miſtruſt and feare, 

To ſincke into the bottome af dilgrace, 

By our imperfit paſtimes) pꝛoſtrate thus 

On bended knees, our ſailes of hope do ſtrike, 

Dꝛeading the bitter ſtoʒmes of pour diſlike. 

Since then ( vnhappy men) our hap is ſuch, 

That to our ſe lues our ſelues no help can bzing, 

But needes mult periſh, if your ſaint - like tares 

(Locking the temple where all merty ſits) 

Refuſe the tribute ofour begging fongues. * Ne 
Oh graunt (b2ight mirroꝛ ot true Chaſtitic) | Au 
From thoſelife-bzeathing ffarres pour ſun · like eyes, 

One gratious ſmile:ſoꝛ your celeſtiall bꝛeath 
825 lend vs ur, oz ſentence vs to death. 
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owe Ener Land Mater, Lincolne- 83 25 


Lincolne. 


Fa v Lozd Pato2,you haue fendzie times 
5/\ 4 Fealtcd my lcife,and many Courtiers moze, 
A [a Seldome,o2 neuer can we be o kind, | 
N 8 To make requifall ot pour turteſie: 
CE But leauing this, A heare my cofen Lacie | 
Js much affected to pour daughter Roſe. 
L. Maior. True my gwd Logd, and ſhelours him ſowel, 
That 3 miſlike her baldnefſein the that. 
Lincol Mh my lozd Paioz,think you it then a chame, 
To iopne a Lacie with an Otleys name: 3 
L. Maior. To meaneismypoze grlefo; hishigh birth, . 
Po2e Cittizens mult not with Coutfiers we, 85 
Uho will in ſilkes,and gay apparicli ſpend | 
Mone in one peare, then Jam wozth by farre, 2 3 
Zhercioze your honour nete not daunt mygirle. 
Lincolne. Take hebe m 
A verier vnthꝛift liues nat in the wozld, 


Then is my coſen, ſoʒ Aeta what, 


— 


— 


_ 1 pleaſant C cue * 
Tis now almoſt a vearr ſinre he regueſted 


To traucil countries fa2 expertence, _ 
I furnicht him with topne, billes of exchange, 
Letters ot credite, men to waite on him, _ 
Solicited my friends in Italie 
Mell to reſpea him: but to ſee the end: 
Scant had he ioꝛnied thꝛough halfe Germanie, 
Vut all his coyne was ſpent, his men caſt oft, 
His billes inibezeld, and my iollp coze, 
Aſham d to ſhew his bankerupt pꝛeſence here, / 
Became a Shomaker in Wittenberg, 
A godlp ſcience foꝛ a gentleman 
Ol ſuch diſcent : now iudge the reſt by this. 
Du ppole yaur daughter haue a thouſand pound, 
He did conſume me moꝛe in one halfe yeare, 
And make him heyꝛe to all the wealth you haue, 
Dnetweiue moneth s rioting wil waſte it all, 
Then ſeeke (my Lo2d)ſomchoneſt Citizen 

To wed your daughter to. 
I. Mor: J thantte pour Lozdſhip, 
Wel Foxe, J vnderſtand pour ſuhtiltie, 

As fo2/your nepnew, let vour luꝛoſhips ie 
But watch his actions, and you nede not feare, 
Fo2 Jhauc my daughter farre enough, 
And pet pour coſen Rowland might do well 
Nm hehath learn d an occupation, | 
And vet J ſcometacall him ſonne in law. 

Lincolne. J but 3 haue a better trade fo2 him, 

I thanke his grate he hath appointed him, 
Chiefe colonellpfall thoſe companics * + 
Puſtred in wes about, 
To ſerue his highneſſemm thoſe marres of France: 
ml where he en hat newes with you? 


* 
* 


” 
Bev 


the Gentle Craft, 
Enter Lowell, Lacie, ande Athew. 
Louell. My Loꝛd of U incolne, tis his highnefſe witl, 
That pꝛeſentlp pour coſen ſhip fs2 France ; 
With all his powers, he would not fo: a million. L 
But they ſhould landatDeepe within foure daies. 
Linc. Ode certiſe his grace it thall be done: Ext Lowell 
Now coſen Lacie, in what fozwardneſſe 
Are all your companiese f 
Lacie. All wel pꝛepar d, £ 
The men of Þartfo2dlhire lie at ile end, 
Suffolke,and Eller, traine in Tuttle fields, 
The Londoners, and thoſe of Piddieſex, 
All gallantlypzepar d in Finſbury, 
With frolike ſpirits, long foꝛ their parting hower. 2 
L. Maior They haue their impꝛeſt, coates, and eee 
And il it pleaſe pour cofen Latie tome 
To the Guild Mull, he hall receiue his pay, | * — 5 
And twentic pounds beſides my bꝛethꝛen Ps 5 
Will froely giue him, to appꝛoue our loues | 
Me beare vnto my Lo2b pour vncle here. 
Lacie. J thanke pour honourt.. 
Lincolue Thanks my god Lo2d Maioz. 


L. Ma. At the Guild Hal we wilsrpect — As 
Lincolne. To appꝛoue pour loues to me: no ſubtutie 2 


| | Nephew: that twentie pound he doth beſtow, 


Fo2 toy to rid pou from his daughter Roſe: 
But coſens both, now here are none but friends, | 
J would not haue vou taſt an ä 
Upon ſo meane a pꝛoiect, as the loue - 

Oka gay wanton painted cittizen, 


| J knowthis churte, enen in the height offeome, 


Doth hate the mixture ofhisblowd with tyine, 
I Har the unn 18377 
2 


We — 


A pleaſant Comedic of 


What honourable foztunes wayt onthe, 

IAncreaſe the zingsloue which fo bzightly ſhines, 

And gilds thy hopes, 3 haue no hkire but thee: 

And yet not ther, if with a wapward ſpirit, 

Thou ſtart from the true byas ot my laue. 

Lacic. $ÞyLo2d, J will (fo: honoꝛ (not defire 

Ok land oꝛ liuings)oztobe your heire) 

Do guide my actions in purſuit of France, 

As ſhall adde gloꝛie tothe Lacies name. 
Lincolne. Coze,fo2 thoſe woꝛds heres thirtie Pazinguis 

and Nephew Alkew,there-sa few-foz you, 

Faire Honour in her loftieſteminence 

Staies in France foꝛ vou till pou fetch her thence, 

Then Mephewes, clap ſwift wings on your diſlignes, 

Be gone, de gone, make haſte to the Guild Mall, 

There pꝛeſently Ile meete pou, do not ſta , 

TUhere honour becomes, ſhame attends delay. Exies 
Askew. Bow gladly would your vncie haue you gonee 
Lacie. L rue toze, hut Ile oꝛe · reach hispolicies, 

A haue ſome ſerious buſineſſe foꝛ tha dayes, 

Which nothing baut ny pꝛeſente can dilpatch, 

Pou therefo2e coſen with the companies ile 

halt haſle ts Douer, there Jic mgte u ith bo, 

D: if Iftay paſt my pꝛeſixed time, 

Away fo #raneegweele mecte in No2mandie, 

Lhe twentie pounds myLo2d Þaioz gines to me 

Pou ſhall recetue, and theſe ten poꝛtugues, 

Part of mine vncles thirtie, gentle coꝛe, 

auc care to our great charge, know your wiſedome 

Path tride it ſelfe in higher conſequence, - | 
Askew. Coge,atmry ſeiſe am vours, vet haue thivcare, 

To lodge in London with alſecrefie, - 

Dur vncle Lincolne þath(befves h6awne) 


pour piſhery pacherie, awap, I am a man ofthe beſt pꝛeſence, 


1 nice to let Rafe and his wife ay together, ſhiesa pong nem 


the Gentle Craft. 


Many a iealous eie, that in your face if R 
Stares onely to watch yeanes fo2 your diſgrace, | | 

Lacie. Stap coſen, who be theſe? ; 

Enter Symon Eyre hus wife, Hodge, Furl, jane, & Raft 1 peece. 

Eyre. Leauewhining , leaue whining, away with this 

whimpzing, this pewling, theſe blubbꝛing teares, and theſc 
wet eies, Ile get thy hulband diſcharg d, 3 e 
ſ werte Jane: go to. 

Hodge. Maſter, here be the captaines. 
Eyre. Peace Hodge, hucht pe knaue, huſſt. 
Firlce. Mere be the caualiers, and the co2oncls, mage, 
Eyre. Peace Firke, peace my fine Firke, ſtand-by with | 


0 


* 


Zle ſpeake to them and they were Popes, gentlemen, cape 
taines, colonels, commanders: bꝛaue men, bꝛaue leaders, 
may it pleaſe vou to giue me audience, I am Simon Epze, 
the mad Shomaker of Towerſtreete , this wench with the 
mealy mouth that wil neuer tire, is my wife Jcan tel pou, 
res Yodge my man,and my fozemanzhercs Firke my fine 
rking iourneyman,and this is blubbered Jane, al we come 
ta be ſuters foz th's honeſt Rafe.kepe him 1. Set Tea 
zma true ſyomatzer, and a gentleman ofthe Gentle | 
— ſpurs pour ſelt᷑, and Ile find ye botes theſe ſeuen Wenn. 

Wife. Deuen peares huſband? 

Eyre. Peace Pidziffe,pcace,J know what 3 do, peace. 

Firk. Truly maſter cozmo2ant,pou ſhal do God gd ſer⸗ 


married woman, if you take her huſband away from her a 
night, vou vnd her,ſhe may beg in the day time,foz hes aa 
god a woman at a pzicke+ an awle,as any is in aur trade. 
Jane.. O let him ſtay, elſe I ſhal be vndone. 
Firke. I truly, ſhe ſhal be laid atone ſide like n old 


wes 3 be occupied foz no vie. 
, B 3 Lace 
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A pleaſant Comedte of 
Lacie. Truly my friends, it lies not in my power, 
The Londoners are pꝛeſt, paide, and ſet fozth / 


By the Lo2d Maioꝛ, I cannot change a man. 
Hodge. hy then you were as god be a coꝛpoꝛall, as a 


| 


coloncl,ifyou cannot diſcharge one god feiſow , and Jtell 


pon true, j thinke ydu doe moꝛe then pou can anſwere,to 
p2effe a man wEhm a yeare and a day of his mariage. 


Eyre. Wel ſaid melancholy Yodge , gramercy my fine 


fozeman, 
Wife. Truly gentlemen, it were il done, foꝛ ſuch ag you, 
to ſtand ſo ſtiffely againſt a pœꝛe pong wife: confideringher 


taſe, ſhe is new married, but let that paſſe : 3 pꝛap deale not 


rongbly with her, her huſband is a yongman and bat newly 
entred, but let fhatpaſſe. | 
Eyre. Away with your piſherie paſherie,yourpols and 
your edipolls, peace Þidaffe,filence Cilly he (agar lek 
your head ſpeake. k 
Fire. Pea and the ho2nes to, maſter. 1 
Eyre. To ſone, my fine Firk, to ſone:peate fcoundzels; 
ſee you this man: Captaines, vou will not releaſc him, wel 
let him go, he s a pꝛoper ſhot, let him vanich, peace Jane, 


dꝛie vp thy teares, theile made his powder dartkiſh, * tale 


him bꝛaue men, Vecto} of Troy was an hackney to him, 
Vercules and Termagant ſcoundzelles, Pꝛinte Arthurs 
"Round table, by the Loꝛd of Lud gate, nere fed ſuch a tall, 
uch a dapper ſwoꝛdman: by the life of Pharo, a bꝛaue reſo⸗ 
lute ſwo2dman, peace Jane,J ſaynomoze;madbnaucs, 

Firk. Se, ſe Hodge, how my maiſter raues in tommen⸗ 
dation of Rafe. 

Hodge. Kaph, thart a gull by this hand, and thou goelk, 
| Askew J am glad god maſter Ayre) it is webe 

Co mette ſo reſolute a ſouldiour. 
Trutt me, foꝛ rcur repozt, and lone to him, 


l oO <TD 


the Gentle Gaft.. 


Acommon flight regard ſhall not reſpect him, 

Lacie. Js thy name Raph? 

Rap h. Pes ſir. 77 

1 Siue me thy hand, 
Thou ſhalt not want, as J am a gentleman: 
Moman, be patient, God (no doubt) wil ſend 
Thy huſband ſafe againe, but he mult go, 


Vis countries quarrel ſapes, it ſhall be ſo, 
Hodge Chart a gull by my ſtirrop, if thou doſt not goe, | 


wilnot hanc the ſtrike thy gimblet into theſe weake veſſels, 
pꝛicke thine enemies Rafe, Ester Dodger. 
Dodger My loꝛd, vour vncle on the Tower hill, 

Stayes With the loꝛd Papoꝛ, and the Aldermen, 
And doͤth requeſt you with al ſpoede you max 
To halen thither. _exn Dodger. 

Askew Coſin, lets go. 

Lacy Dodger, runne pou befoze, tel them we come, 
This Dodecris mine vncles paraſite, 
The arrantt varlet that e re bꝛeathd on earth, 
Ve ſets moꝛe diſco2d in a nobte houſe, 


By one daies bzoching of his pickethanke tales, 


Then can be ſalu d againe in twentie peares, 
And he( J feare)thall go with vs to Aren, 
To pꝛie into onr adions. | : 
Askew. Therefoꝛe coze, 12 
It ſhall behaue vou to be circumſpect, 
Lacy, Fegrenot god coſen Naph, hie to your colours. 
Rap öh. Imuſt, becauſe tperes na remedie, 
But gentlemaiſterand my ioning dams, | 
As you haue alwaies bene a friend tome, 
So in mineabſence thinke vpon my wile, 
Iane. Alas my Raph. 
Wife. Ohe cqnnotipgake foz warping. - 
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93. = 590 I 
| A pleaſant Comedie of 
F'yre. p cace yon crackt groates, vou muſtard token, diſ⸗ 
quiet not the bꝛaue ſouldier, goe thy waies Raph. 
lane. J J; vou bid him go, what ſhal 3 do when he is gone? 
Firk. Uh be doing with me, oz my felow odge, be not idle. 
Eyre. Let me ſe thy hand Jane, this fine hand, this white 
hand thele pzettic fingers mult ſpin, muſt card, muſt woꝛke, 
woꝛke you bembaſt coftten-candle-queane , wozke foz your 
„ lining with a por to pou: hold thee Naph, heres fine ſixpences 
fo thee, fight fo2 the hongur of the Gentle Craft, foz the gen⸗ 
tlemen Shomakers,the couragions Co2dwainers,theflow 
er of S. Martins, the mad knaues ofBedlem, Fletftrete, 


_ Lowerltrete, and white Chappell, cracke me the crownes 


ofthe French knaues, a poxe on them, cracke them, fight,by 
the loꝛd of Ludgate, fight my fine boy. 

Firke. Here Rafe, here's thꝛe two pences,two carry inte 
France, the third ſhal waſh our ſoules at parting( to: fozrow * x 
is dꝛie) foꝛ my ſake, Firke the Baſa mon cues. 

Hodge. Raph,J am heaup at parting, but heres a thil- 


4 ling fo2 cher, God ſend thee fo cramme thy ſlops with French 
crownes,and thy enemies bellies with bullets, 


| Raph. Jthanke you maiffer,and'3 thanke you all: 
© Now gentle wife, my loving lonely Jane, 
Kich men at parting, giue their wines rich gifts, 
Jewels andrings,to grace their lillie hands, 
Thou know ſt our trade makes rings foʒ woment heeles: 
Here take this paire ofſhoes cut out by Yodge, a 
Sticht by my fellow Firke,ſeam'd by my lelfe, 
Made vp and pinckt, with letters fo2 thy name, 
Weare them my dere Jane, ſoꝛ thy hnſbands ſake, 


And euerie moꝛning when thou pull ft them on, 


Remember me, and pꝛap fo: my returne, 
Make much ol them, ſoꝛ J haue made them fo, 
That Ican 3 from a thouſand mo, 


3 


r. 


here a woze ſcartte, and here b bunch ol fethers, 


the Gentle ( raft. 


Sound drumme, enter Lord Mar, Licolue, La . Aten, 
Dodger, and ſouudiert, They paſſe ouor the ſtage, Rafe 


Falles in amongeſt them, Furke and the reſt cry farewe!,- 


Cc. and ſo Exenm, 


Enter Roſe alone making a Garland. 


Here ſit thou downe vpon this flow2y banke, DA Bay 


And make agarland foz thy Laces head, 

Theſe pinkes, theſe roſes,and theſe violets, 

Zhefe bluſhing gilliflowers,thcſ: marigoldes, 

The faire embꝛoderp of his coꝛonet, 

Carry not halfe ſuch beauty in their chickes, 

As the ſwerte countnaunte of my Lacy doth, 

O mp moſt vnkinde father! O my ſtarres: 

Why lowꝛde pou ſo at my natiuitp, 

To make me loue, pet liue robd of my loue? 

Here as athefe am J impꝛiſoned 

(Foꝛ my deere Lacics ſake) within thoſe walles, 

Mhich by my fathers colt were builded vp 

Fo? better purpoſes: here mult J languiſh 

Foꝛ him that doth as much lament / J know) enter Sibil. 

Mine abſence, as fo2 him J pine in woe. ©, 
$:bi/ God moꝛrow pong iſtris, J am ſure you make 


that garland foz me, againſt J ſhall be Lady of the Har⸗ 


ueſt. i 
Roſe Stbil,what news at London? 


Sibil None but god: my lozd Mapoꝛ your father, and : 


maiſter . . your vncle, and maiſter Scot pour coſin, and 
miſtris Frigbottom by Doctozs Commons, doe ally my 
troth) ſend pou moſt hearty commendations. _ 

Roſe Did Lacy ſend kind greetingsto his lone? 

Sibil O pes, out ofcry, by my troth, I ſcantknewhim, 


and 


4 
"1 
| 
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and here pꝛetidus ſtones and lewells, and a paire of garters: 
© monſtrous! like one of our pellow filke curtains, at home 
here in Old- oꝛd houſe , here in maiſter Bellymounts cham- 
ber, z ſtove at cur doꝛe in Coznehill, lokt at him, he at me 
indeed, ſoake to him, but he not to me, not a word, marp gup 
thought J with a wanton, he paſit by me as pꝛowde, marp 
foh, are you growne hamozous thought J and ſo (hut the 
Idoꝛe, and in 7 came, ! 
— Roſe O Sill, how doſt thou my Lacy wꝛon ge 
MP Rowland is as gentle as a lambe, 
Ho don* was euer halte ſo milde as he. 

Sibil PL. de: ca, as a buchel of ſtampt crabs, he lokt vp- 
on me as {ow2e as veriuice: goe thy waͤpes thought J, thou 
maiſt be much in my galkins, but nothing in my neather⸗ 
ſtoches: this is pour fault mittris, to loue him that loues not 
pou, he thinkes ſcoꝛne to do as hz's done to, but if Jwere as 

pau, Ide cry, go by lerommo, go by, Ide ſet mine olde debts 
againſt my new dꝛiblets, and the hares t againſt the goſe 
giblets, fo2 if euer { igh when ſleep? Jchoulde take, pzay 
God I may loſe my mapden-head when {4 wake. 
Roſe Al ill my loue leaue me then and go to Frances 
Sibill J knowe not that, but Jam {re 4 ſ& him ſtalke 
bekoꝛe the ſouldiers, by my troth he is ap2opper man, but 
he is pꝛoper that pꝛoper doth, let him goe ſuicke- vp dong mi⸗ 
ſtris. 
Roſe Get thè to London and learne perfectly, 
Whether my Lacy go to Frante, oꝛ no: 
Do this, and wil gine ther fo thy paines, 
Sy cùmbꝛicke apꝛon, and my romiſh gloues, 
My purple ſtockings, and a ſtomacher, 
Sap, wilt thou do this Sibil fo2 my lake? 
Sibil Mil J quoth a: at whoſe ſuite? by my troth pes, Jle 
80, à cambꝛicke ap: on, gloues, a paire of purple ſtockings, 
N LOL, and 
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and a ſtomacher, lle ſweat in purple miſtr's fo2 pon, ile tale 
any thing that comes a Gods name, O rich, a Cambzicke a- 
p20r3faith then haue at vp tatles all, J le go, Jiggy, Joggy to 


London, and be here in a trice yongmiſtrts, Exit. 
Role. Do fo god Dibill,meane time wꝛetched 1 
Mill fit and ſigh foꝛ his loſt companie, Frit, 


Enter R owland Lacy hike a Dutch Shove. maker, 
Lacy. Yow many ſhapes haue gods and Kings deuiſse, 

WLhereby to compalle their dcfired loues⸗ 
It is no ſhame fo2 Rowland Lacy then , 
Toclothe his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 
That thus diſguiſ dez may vnknowne pollelle, 
The onelp happie pſclcnce of my Roſe: 
 Fo2herhaue J toz\oke my charge in France, 
Incurd the kings diſpleaſure, and ſtir d vp 
Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolnes bꝛeſt: 

O loue, how powerkull art thou, that canſt change 
High birth to bareneſſe, and a noble mind, 

To the meane ſcmblance of a ſhwemaker⸗ 

But thus it muſt be:foʒ her cruell father, 

Hating the ſingle vnion of our ſoules, 

Math ſecretly conueyd my Reſe from London, 

To barre me ot her pꝛeſente, vut J truſt 

Fo2tune and this diſguiſe will furder me 
Vnte mo2e to view her beautie, gaine her ſight, 
Vere in Towerſtrerte, with Ayre the ſhwe⸗ maker, 
Peane J a while to wozke, J know the trade, 

J learn t it when J was in Wittenberge: 

Then there thy hoping ſpꝛites, be not diſmaide, - 
Thou canſt not want, do foztune what ſhe can, 


The Gentle Craft is liuing fo2 a man. exit. 
Ener Eyre making himſelfe readie. 
Eyre. Mhere be the boyes, m_— girles, theſe d2abboss 
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tyete lcoundꝛels, they wallow in the fat bꝛewiſſe of my boũ⸗ 


tie, and licke vy the crums of my table, yet wil not rile to ſee 

p walkes cleanied: come out pou powder-bæfe-queanes, 
what Nan, what p adge-mumble- cruſt, come out you fatte 
Puoriffe-ſwaz,ve:ly-who2rs,andſweepe me theſe kennels, 
that the nopſome ſtench offende not the nole of my neigh⸗ 
bours: what Firke J ſap, what Hodge: open my ſhop wins 
dowes, what Firke J lay. Enter Firke. | 

Firke. O mafter,iſtyou that ſpeake bandog and bedlam 
this mozning, I was in a d2came, and muzed what madde 
man was got into the fireete ſo earlie, haue pou d2unke this 
moꝛning that pour thꝛoate is lo clœre: 

Eyre. Ah well ſaide Firke, well ſaid Firke, to woꝛke my 
fine knaue, tu wozke,wath thy ſace, and thou t be moꝛe bleſt. 

tirke. Let them waſh my face that wil eate it, god mais 
ſer ſeund fo2 a {owce wie, if voule haue my face cleaner. 

enter Hage. 
Eyre. Away llouen , anaurt ſcoundꝛell „ god moꝛrom 
Bodge, god 192row my fine fozeman. 

Hodge. ©mailter, god 1:02row, yare an earlte ſtirrer, 
heercs a I faire moꝛning, god mo2row Firke, J could haue 
lept this how2e,harcs a bꝛaue day towards. 

Eyre. O haſte to wozke my fine foꝛeman, haſte to wozke. 

Firke. Maiſter J am dꝛie as duſt, to heare my fellow No⸗ 


ger talke of faire weather, let vs pꝛay fo2 god leather, and let 


clownes and plowbopes, and thoſe that woꝛke in the fieldes, 
p2ay foꝛ bꝛaue dapes, we wozke in a d2ie ſhop, what care 
Ait if ratne? enter Eyres wife. 

Eyre. How now dame PÞargery,can vou ſee fo riſe: trip 
and go. call vp the dꝛabs your maides. 

Wife. See to riſe: I hope tis tinie indugh, tis raclie inough 
fo: any wo:nanto be ſœne ab2oad, J maruaile how manie 
wiues in Lowerfiret are mw ſo ſon:? Gods 8 — e, 

eres 


| 
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Evre. Peace Pargerie,pcace, wheres Ciflp Bumtrin⸗ 
ket your maide2ſhe has a pꝛiuie fault, ſhe fartes in her ſleepe, 
call the queane vp, if my men want ſhocth2&d, ile ſwinge 


her in aſtirrop. 
Firlce. Pet thats but a dꝛie beating, heres ſtill a ligne of 


dꝛought. enter Lacy ſin ing. 


Lacy. Der was een boꝛe van Gelderland, Frolick ſi bpen, 


Be was als dz onck he cold nyct tand vplolce ſe bpen, 


Cap eens de canneken d2incke ſcheue mannekin, 
Firke, Maiſter, fo2 my life yonders a bꝛother of the Gen⸗ 

tle Craft, if he beare not ſaint Hughes bones, Ile fozfert my 
bones, hees ſome vplandiſh woꝛkman, hire him god maſter, 
that J may learnc ſome gibble, gavble, twill make vs worke 
the faſter. 

Eyre. Peace Firke, a hard world, let him paſſe, let him 
vanich, we haue tourncymen enow, ycate my fine Firke. 

Wife. Nay, nay, v are beſt follow your mans countell, 
you ſhal ſ what wil come on t:we haue not men enow, but 
we muſt entertaine euerie butter-bore:but let that paſſe. 


Hodge. Dame, ſoꝛe God if ny maiſter follow your toun · 


ſell, h wc conſume little ay, be wal be glad ol men and hee 
can catch them. 
Firke. I that he ſhall. ö 
Hodge. Foꝛe God a pꝛoper man, and J warrant a fine 
wozkman:maiſter farewell,dame adew, ir luch a man as he 
cannot find woꝛke, odge is not foꝛ vou. offer to goe. 
Eyre. Stay my fine Hodge. 
Firke. Faith, and your fozeman goe, dame you mult take 


à iourney to ſeke anew ioꝛnepman, it Roger remoue, Firke 


followes,if . Hughs bones ſhall not be ſet a wozke, J may 


|, paicke mine atule in the wals, and goe play:lare ve wel mas | 
ter, God "we dame, | 


C 3 Eyre. 
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Eyre. Tarrie my ſme Hodge, my buiſke fozeman, ſtap 


1 Fire, peace pudding bꝛoath, by the loꝛd ol Ludgate J loue 


my men as mp uke Heace. vou gallimafrie, Hodge if he want 
woꝛke Jie hire hum ne ofpou to him, ſtap, he comcs to vs. 
Lacie. Ededen dach meeſter, ende v vꝛo oak, 105 
Firke. Napis if J\hould ſpeake after him without d2ink- 
ing, ſhuld choke, and you frind Dake. are you ofthe Gentle 
Lacie. Paw yaw, Ik vin den ſhomawker. (Craft? 
Firke. Denſkomaker quoth a, and hcark vou ſkomaker, 
haue vou al your toles, a Sd rubbing pinne, a god ſtopper, 


ago d2efler,your foure ſo2ts of awles and pour two balles 


of ware,your paring knife, pour hand and thumb-leathers, 
and god S. Yughs bones to ſmoth vp your woke. - 
Lacic. Paw vaw ve niet voꝛveard, Jk hab all de dingen, 


voour mack ſnoes groot and cleanc. 


Firke. Ha ha god maiſter hire him, herle make me laugh 


| ſo that I ſha! woꝛke moꝛe in mirth,then J can in earneſt. 


Eyre. U care ye friend, haue ve an ſkill in deer 
Coꝛdwainers: | 

Lacie. Ik wert niet wat vow ſog ich veſtaw vou nitt. 

Firke. Why thus man, Ich verſte v niet quoth a. 

Lacie. Paw, paw, vaw, ick can dat wel doen. 

Firke. Paw, yaw, he ſpeakes N like a Jacke daw, 
that gapcs to be ſed w:th cheeſe curdes, O heele = a villa- 


nous pu! at a Can of double Bere, but 4 odge and J haue 


the vantage, we mult dꝛinke fir t. betauſe wee are the eldeſt 
iourneymon. | 
Evre. UW: pat is thy name? | 


Lacv. Mans „Hans, Meuiter. 13 

Evre. Gꝛue me thy hand, th art welcome, b 1 4; 
taine him, Fyꝛk bid him welcome, tome > Hans, runne wike, 
bid pour aids, vour . Onan une mens 


H N 


bzcakeiatts: to him you 
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Hodee. Hans, th art welcome, vſe thy lelfe friendly, fo2 
we are nod fellowes, ik not thou ſhalt be fought with, wert 
thou bigger then a Giant. | 

Fyrk. Pea and dꝛunke with, wert thou Cargantua, my 
maiſter keepesno towards, J tel the:hec, bor, Uung hin an 
heele- biocke, h ern new iournepman. 

Enter boy. 

Lacy. O ich W een Ich moet een halue doſſen Cans 

betaelen: here boy nempt dis ckilling, tap cens frœlicke. 
2 x: boy. 

Eyre. Quicke fnipper ſnapper,away pak, ſcow2e thy 
th zoate,thou ſhalt walh it with Caſiilian licour, come my 
laſt of the fiues,gtue me a Can, haue to Enter boy. 
thee Bans, here Hodge, here Fyꝛk, deine peu mad Greeks, 
and wozke like true Droians, and pzap fo: Simon Tyze the 
Shomakcr:hereYans,and th art welcome. 

Fyrk. Lo dame you would haut loſt. a god fellow that wil 

teach vs to laugh, t his verre tame hopping in wel. 
Wife. Simon it is almoſt ſeuen. 

Eyre. Is t ſodanie clapper dudgeon, is t ſeuen a clocke, 
and my mens bꝛeakefeſt not readit? trip and goe you ſowlt 
tunger, awap, tome you madde Yiperbozeans, follow me 
Vodge, follow me u ans, come after my fine Fyzk,to wozke, 

to woꝛke a while and then to bꝛeakfaſt. Exit. 
Pyrk. Soft, paw,paw.,god i ans, though my maſter haue 
no mo2e wit, but to call you afoꝛe mee, J am not ſo foliſh to 
go behind you, being the elder iourneyman. exenxt. 
Holle . Wirhin. 


Enter Warner, and Hammon, 
libe bunters. | 
Hammon. iCofen, beate euery bꝛake, the game s not far, 
This wap with winged fete he fled from death, 7 
TUilf the purſuing hounds ſenting his ſteps: 
Fund out bis yo way to deftructton, 
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Beſides, the millers bop told me euen now, 
He ſaw him take ſaile, and he e him, 
Affirniing him ſo emboſt, 
That long he could not hold. 

Warner. Ik it beſo, 

Tis belt we trace theſe meddowes by old Fo2d, 
| e-Lynole of hunters within, enter a boy. 

Hammon. Bow now boy, wheres the dœrrtelpeak, ſalbſt 

thou 5 

Boy. O, yea J ſaw him leape thꝛough a hedge, and then 
ouer a bitch then at my Loꝛd Maioꝛs pale, ouer he ſuipt me 
and in he went me, and holla the hunters cride, and there 
boy there bop, but there he is a mine honeſtie. 

Ham. Boy God amercp, coſen lets away, 

J hope we ſhal find better ſpozt to day. "execute 
Hunting within, enter Roſe and Stbill, 

Roſe. Why Sibill wilt thou pꝛoue a foꝛreſter⸗ 

Sibill. Upon ſome no, fo2reſter, go by: no faith miſtris, 
the dere came running into the barne thꝛough the o2chard, 
and ouer the pale, J wot wel, J lokt as pale as a new cheeſe 
to ſc him, but whip ſaies godman pinne-cloſe, vp with his 
flaile , and our Nicke with a pꝛong, and downehe fel, and 
they vpon him, and J vpon them, by my troth we had ſuch 


ſpoꝛt, and in the end we ended him, his thꝛoate we cut, lead 
him, vnhoꝛnd him, and my loꝛd Maio: that cat * hun anon 
1 he comes. 


Herne. Gd wihis.) 
Roſe. Heark heark, the hunters come, y are beſt take chad 
Theyle haue a ſaying to you fo2 this decde. 
ner Hanmon, Warner Hunt [men and boy. 
Ham. God ſaue you faire ladies. 
Sibil. Ladies, O groſſe 1 
War. Came not a bucke this way? 


J# 
K. 


Roſe. 
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Roſe. 4 two Does. 
Ham. And which way went theyefaith wel hunt cee 
Sibill. At tholee vpon ſame er r 
War. n ſome, J. 
Sibill. 1 en $3.63) 
War. het dre —-—„— 
Ham. Bop which way went het 
Boy. This way ſir he anne. 
Ham. This way . miſo Kale, 
Our game was lately in vour oꝛchard ſæne. 

Wat. Can pau aduiſe which way he toke his fligyre 
* Followe your nole, his _ will guide you. 
V Var. Thart a mad uy 
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Roſe. Truſt me, not J, ain ln: 9 lf 


It is not ow the wild fozreit dere, 


Mould come ſo neare tu plates of reſoꝛt, d 4 


Pou are deceiu d, he fled ſome other way... . 
V Var. Which way mp ſuger⸗candie 
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Sibill. Come up god — rarer 
Roſe. TWhy doe vou ſtap, and not purſue your game. 
Sibill. Ale hold my life their hunting nags be lame. 

Ham. 4 dere, moe dere is 


qe — tm ae avs ry ons 


Roſe. — —— — þ 


Ham. I chacd thedare2but this deere chaceth me. 074 
Roſe. The ftrangelhuntingthat ener A, 
But wheres vaur parke?  -; 


1 
4 
She offers5q goe awyy. at 1300 1. i210] 
t 


Ham. Tis here:: ffays 21 WI TH gGoung oi 62 me 
Roſe. Br oatflrap } 
V Var They waangle 


of This Pamtnon is ap2opergenfleman, 


18. age ane, 


War. A hart, deare hart. | 
Sibil. Whoeuer ſaw the like? = 

Roſe. Tolmſeyour heart, is Wr er ow: can? N 

Ham. My heart is loſt. . . 
Roſe. Alacke god gentleman. 

Ham. This poꝛe loſt hart woulu I with you * find. 
Roſe. You by ſuch lucke might pzoue your hart ahind. 
Ham. Why Lucke had hozucs,f haue J heard ſome ſay, 

Roſe Now Cod and'tbehis wil ſend Luck —— way. 

Enter L.Aaior, anner f t x | 
L. Mai. What Þ.Yammon,weicome to old Bod." 

Sibill. Gods pittikins, hands off ſir,heers my Lo2d, 

L. Maior. J heare you had ill lucke, and loft _ «> 
Hammon. TistruewpLozd. : 

I. Maior. A am ſoꝛie fo the ſame. 

What gentleman is this: Aae 

Hammon, My bꝛother in law. 

L. Maior. Y are welcome both, ſith Foztune offers you 
Into my hands,pou ſhal not part from hence, 5 
Untti vou haue — — 1 WA 
Go Sibel couer the bnd, au that de nt 
To no god cheare, but euen a hunters feaſt. - 

Hammon. I thanke your Loꝛdchip:taſen, on my life 
Foz our laſt veniion, I ia find a 6e. exeant. 

L. Mator. In geiittomen, Ale not be abſent long. 


A citizen by birth fairely allide, 

Pow fif an huſband were he foz my girle 2 

Mel, J wil in, and do the beſt J can, 8 

To match my daughter to this genfleman.- - Exit, 

Eaves Lacie Licie; Shipper, Bodge nd he F 1.5041 

- Teck (al pow wat ſeggen Pans, dis ſkipdat comen 

Candy eee, van ſugar, ciuet, 
almonds, 
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almonds,cambzick,endalle dingen towſand towſand It „ 
rienipt it Yans,nempt it vo2 v moeſter, daer be de bils bam 
— „ your meelter Dimon Exꝛe ſal hae god copen, wap 
ggen yow Þans? | 
_ Wat feggen de renzen de copen,llopen,langh Yadgs | 
ug | 
Lacie. Pinelieuer bꝛoder Firk,dzingt meefter cas lot | 
den ligne vn » dacr'ſal vo unde dis ſkipper end 
me,wat ſeggen yow bꝛoder Firu : dat it Hodge, come ſkips! 8 
per ', exenn, k 
Firke, Bzing him ad. vou, heers no knanerie, fo bzingmy | 5 
maſter to buy a ſhip;wozkth the lading or 2. o⸗ Dao chen 
ſand pounds, alas thatsnothing,a trille, a babie Hodge. 
Hod The truthis Firk, that the marchant owner ofthe ö 
ſhip dares not ſhew his head, and therefozethis ſuipper that 
deales foꝛ him, ſoꝛ the loue he beares to + ansjoffersmy ma | 
ſter Eyꝛe a bargaine in the cammodities,hs ſhal haus areas 
ſonable day of payment, he map ſel pe waren vr that time, 
and be an huge gainerhimſelfe:; 
Firk. Pea,but can my fellow Hans lend my maſterewen- 
tie porn entines as an earneſt pennie. 1 
Poztegues thou wouldit pere they be Kirke, 7 
hears oy baer gingle in my pocketlike aryQueriesbels. I 
coals — | 
Firke. Mum, here comes my d my maiſter. herlt 5 
ſcold on my life, ſoz lo ptering this Pondap, 1 [f 
then: atip whitthovean, onday's vor h 
Wife. Nou fing ſir ſairce but Jbeſh:ew'pour 
J feare fo2 this your ſinging we ſhal ſmart; - 
Firke. @martfoz me dame, why dame,whye' J' 
Hodg. Paiſter J hope yowle not ſuffer my vamets take ö 
downe pour iournepmen. iy 
Fark. Ache take revowris ls n: ba vp, v. baum ene 1 
2 her 
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ber dbwnots abattan-hole lotet. 
Eytr: rate Firkeanot.J — of Pharao,by 
© the Loꝛd af Ludgatc; by this beard;-euery haixe whereof I 
valew at a kings ranſome, ſhee ſhal not meddie with you, 
peate vou bumbaſt-cotten- candle Queane, away quec ne of 
Clubs, quatrei not with me and my men , _y me and ur 
an Firke, Jiefrkggoucſyoy, Of»: . 57 
Wit. Pca,yeamman, youmay dum. s you pleaſe but 
ut that pale. | 
Eyre. Let it paCle,let it vaniſh atbay:peace,am J not Dl- 
mon @p2e-arenot theſe my bꝛaue men? haue homakers, 
all gentlemen afthe gentle craftzpaince am J none, vet am 
2 noblie baane, as being the ui ne of a Shona- 
ker, awayTubbilh , vanilh , melt, melt like kitchin 
ſafe. 
Wife. Vea, yea, tis wel, I muſt becald rubbiſh, red 
 Euffe;fo>a ſozt ofnaues. 
Fulec. Mar dame, vou ſhall not were and waile in woe 
fo2 me: maſter Ile tay no longer, here's a lm EN 
my ſhop toles:adue maſter, Hodge farcwel. | 
Hodge. Nay ſtay Firke,thou ſhalt not goalane,. gry 
Wie. J pan let them goe, there be ma m then-maws 
kin woꝛr men then odge, and moe folegt 18 5 
Firke. Foles? nailes if J farrynawe , 4 would my guts 
might be turndto ſho<thzead.' . 
Hodge. And if à ſtay, I pzap God J map be turnd to a 
* and ſet in Finſbury fo; bopes to ſhat at:cume Firk, 
Eyre, Stay my fine huaucs , you armes af my trade, 
vou pillars ot my pꝛofedib. chat, hal afittle tattles wozds 
make you fozſake Simon Cy2e-auaunt kitchinſtuffe , rip 
vou b2own bꝛead tannikin, aut ot my ght, moue me not, 
baue not J tane you from lelling tripes in Ealtcheaps, 


8 5 made van haile . with 
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Simon Eyꝛe the ſhomaker:and now ds you deale thus with 
my Journepmen? Lake you powderveeſe queane ontheface 
of Hodge, hers a face fo2 a Land. 

Fuke. And hers a face foz any Lady in dns 

Eyre. Rip pou chitterling, auaunt bop, bid the taper of 
the o2es head fil me adazen Cannts of beree oz myiour- a 
nepmen. 

Firke. A dozen Cans ? D b2aue; Phdge indie h 

Ee. And the knaue fils any moze then twa,he payes fo2 
them:a dozen Cans of beere fo2 my iourueymen, heare vou 
mad Meſopotamians, wal your liuers with this liquour, 
whers be the odde ten : no moꝛe adge, no moe, wel ſatde, 
dꝛinke e to wozk:what woꝛke doſt thou Hodge: what wozke 
Hlodge. am a making a paire of ſh hes ſoz my Lozd Pa⸗ 


| | t02s daughter,muſtreGe Role, 


With che tate of hitehindkufke, and balting latens lessen 


| . Firke. And « apaireof hes az Sybull my lose mai, 
Ideale with her. 
Eyre. Sybil: fie, vefilenot thy fine wozkemanly fingers 


+ 


tye, Court, fine Ladies, my lads,commit their fete. tn aur ap- 
parclling.yut grolſe wozke to Vans: parte e | 


a 7315 744 4 parking F ſeaming let me alone, urine: 
Hodge. Mel maiſter, al this is from the bias, do you re-: 
member the ſhip my fellow Hans told you of, the Skipper: 
and he are both dzinking at theſwanzyere be the Poꝛtigues 

to giue earneſt, if you go thꝛough with it, you FA not choſe: 
but be a Loꝛd atleaſt. | 
Fire Map dame, iim maſter Mane not aLojd,and you 
a Ladie s 4 

_ . Wife. Pea like inough,ifyou map loiter and tipplethus. 
Firke. Tipple dame? no, we haue bene bargaining with 
Skellum Skanderbag:can os 4 mnt of, 
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flkc Cipꝛeſſe, laden with ſugar Candie. 
£1 mer the boy with a veluet cue, and an Armas gere, 
Are puis it on. 37 
Eire· Peace Firk,ſilcnce tittle tattle: odge, le go th2ongh 
with it, heers a ſeale ruig, and J haue ſent foz a garded gown, 
and a damaſk Caſock, ſœ where it conies, lone here Maggy, 
help me Firk, apparrel ine Vodge, ilke and ſatten you mad 
Pytliſtines, ülke aud ſatten. 
Firk. Ba, ha, my maiſter wil be as pꝛoud as a yogge in a 
dublet, al in beaten damaſke'and veluet, | 
Eyre. Softly Kirke, fo; rearing ofthe nap, an wearing 
2cad-bare nip garments :\how doſt thou like W n 
dow do J lobe, my fine odge? dh ah 
Hodge. Why now pou lake like your felfm 
rant you, ther s fcw in the city, but wil giue pou 
come vpon pou with the right woꝛchipful. | 
Ficke: Nailes my maſter lokes like a thzed-l ed 
new turn d, and dꝛeſt: Loꝛd, Lozd, to ſeæ what ge raiment 
doth: dame, dame, are pou not enamoured? | bn 
Eyre. Bol ſaiſt thou Þagay;am J rot b2iſk:am J not fine: 
Wife. Fine by my troth ſweet hart very fine:by my troth 
I neuer likte the ſo wel in any life ſu @te heart. Eut let that 
paſſe, q warrant there be many women in the citte haue not 
ſuch Handſome huſbands but only foꝛ their apparell, but et 
that paſſe to. Enter Hans and Shipper. 
Hans. Godden day meſter, dis be de ſkipper! dat heb de 
ſkip van marchandicc de commodity ben god, nempt it mas 
ſter,nempt if. 
Aire. Godamerty Vans, welerme (kipper, where lies 
this ſhip of marchandice⸗ 
- Skip. De ſkip ben in rouere: do: be van Sugar, Cyvet, | 
Iams, Cambꝛicke, and a fowſand towſand tings, gotz 
1 itmetter, vo ſal heb god copen. 


80 


Firke. 


the Gentle Graft. \ 


Firk. To dünmbibber O lweete maiſter, O ſweet wares, 
prunes, almons, ſuger - candy, carrat tots, turnups, O baue 
fatting meate, let not a man bupe a nutmeg but your ſelfe. 

Eyre, * Firke, come Dkipper, Ile go abꝛoade way 
pou, Mans you made him dzinke: 

Skip. Paw, pam, ic heb veale ge dꝛunck. 

Eyre. Come Hans follow me: Skipper, thou ſhalt haue 
my countenance in the Cittie. Exemm. 

Firke. Paw heb veale ge dzunck, quotha : they may well 
be called butter-bores,when they dꝛinke fat veale, and thick 
beare to: but come dame, hope vou le chide vs no moze. 

VVife. o faith Firke, no perdy Hodge, J do fiele honour 
creepe vpon me, and which is moze, a certaine ring! un or | 
fleſh,but let that paſſe; LD 

Firke, Riſing in pour fleſh do pou feele ſap voue i vou may ä 
be with childe, but why ſhould not my maiſter feele a riſing 
in his ficth, haning a gowne and a gold ring on, but you ars 
ſuch a ſhzew,youl e ſone pull him downe. 

Via; ha, paethe pcacc, thou mah it my wozlhippt 
laugh,butlet that pale: tome Ile go wn Voges pzether ** 
befoze me, Firke follow me. 

Fi. Firke doth follow, Bodge pale out in ſtate, Exenne. 

Eurer Lincolue and Dodger. 

Li, How now god Dodger, whats the newes in Frantet 

Dodger. My Lo2d,vpon the eighteene day of Pay, 
Lhe French and Engliſh were pzepardeto fight, 
Each ſide with eager furie gaue the figne 
Df a molt hot encounter, fiue lang howzes 
Both armies fought togetheriat thelength, - 
The lot of victoꝛie fel on our ſides; + | 
Twelue thouſand ofthe Frenchmen that day dv; 97 2 — 
Foure thouſand Englich, and no man ol name, 

But Captaine yam, and pong Ardington, 
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Two galtant Oentlemen, ⁊ knew them well. 
Lin. But Dodger, pꝛether tell me in this fight, 

How om myLozen Lacie beare himſelte: 
Dodger. Py l oꝛd, vour toſen Lacie was 
Linc. Not there? Dog. No, my god La. 
Lin. Sure thou miſtahelt, | 

Ifaw himſgipt,and-athouſand cies beſide. 


Uiere witneſſes of the farewels which he gaue, 
- When J with weeping eies bid him adew: i511 
Dodger taue heede. 


Dodger. My boꝛd J am uduil d. 
That what Aſpakeis true: to pꝛoue it * 
Vm cofen:Aſkew that ſupplide his place, 
Sent me fo2 him from France,that lecretly 
He might conuey himſelte hither. | 

Lin. Iſt euen ſo. | 1 
Dares he lo carelefſeiy venture bis life,” 
Upon the indignationofa king? 


} 


He ſhall repenthisraſhnes with his ſaule, 

Dince of m loue he makes no eſtimate, 

Ile make him wich he had notknownemy hate, 
Chou haſt no ather newes: 

Dodger. Nane elie, my A um. 


Lin. None wozſe Jknow thonhattqyomre the king 
To crowne his giddie bzowes with ampte honozs, 3 


Send him cheefe Colonel, and all my hope 
LZ hus to be duſht: hut tis in vaine to grienes 
One euill cannot a wozſe relerue:: 
Upon my life I haue ound out his plot, 


That old dog Loue that fawnd'vpon hun ſo, 
"6 _ to thatpuling ee chan t Kole, 


Math he deſpiſ d my loue, and ipurn d thoſe fauotivs, | 
Which A with pꝛodigall hand pow2 d on his 3 


* 
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"The 


the Gentle ( raſt. 


The Lo2d Paio2s daughter hath diſtracted him, 
And in the firc of that loues lunatie, 
Hath he burnt vp htmilclfe,conftm d his credite, 
Loſt-the kings joue, yea and I feare,his life, £030! 
Onelx to get a wanton to his wiſe: es 
Dogger, i is ſo. 

Dodger. J feare ſo, my god Wo2d, 

J ;ncoine. It is ſo, nap ſure it cannot be, 
J amat my wits end Dodger. 2 

Dodger. Pea my Lozd. 


Lin. Thon art acquainted with my Nephewes haunts, 


Spend this gold fo2 thy paines, goe ſeeke him out, 
Ulatch at my Lo2d Patoꝛs (ther e it he liue 
Dodger, thou ſhalt be ſure to miete with him: 


:Pzethee be diligent, Lacie thy name N 
Liu d once in honour, ua dead in W * 1 
Be ctrcumlſpec, a exit. 

Dodger. I warrant vou my Lo2d.:. exit. 


Suter Lord Mor, and maſter $corte. 
L. Ma. Cod maiſter S cot, à haue bene bolde with ron, 
To be a witneſſe to a wedding knot, 
Betwirt pong maiſter Nammon and my daughter, 
O ſtand alide, ſæ where the louers come. 
— Roſe. 

Roſe Can it be poſſible-poulope m 
No ,no,within thoſe: cie-bals It die, 
apparant likelihods of 5 
Pꝛay now let go my hand. 
Hammon. @wetemiſtris$ 
M iſconſtrue not my wozbs;no? In 
Of mp affection,whoſedcuoted — 

Sweares that J loue the dearer then my heart. 
Roſe. As deare as your 3 —_— b 
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«A pleaſantComedieof 


Men tone their hearts beſt when th are out of ſight, 
. Hamond. Jloue ven, by * hand. . 
| Roſe, Pet hands offnow 
Ak lech be fraile, hom wes 
Hamond. Then hy x fife 
Roſe, Then do nc 
One quarrell loſcth wife and life and all, 
Js not your meaning thus: 
Hamond. In faith vou ieſt. Ho | 
' Roſe. Loue loues fo ſpozt, therfozelcane lone y are bett, 
L. Mai. Uyat? ſquarc they maiſter Scots 
"Scot. Dir, neuer doubt, 
Louers are quickly in, and quickly out. 
Ham. SwetRoſe, be not ſo ſtrange in fanſying me, 
Nay neuer turns aſide, ſhunne not my ſight, 


TM I ainnot growne ſo fond, to fond my loue 


On any that ſhall quit it with diſdaine, 
Ik vou wil lone me, ſo, if not, farewell. | 
I. Ma. hy how now louers, are you both agrerde⸗ 
Ham. Pes faith my Lo2d, | (daughter, 
I. Maior. Tas Mell, giue me pour hand,ginemeyours 
Vow now backe, what meanes this, girle: 
| Rof&Y meane to liue a maide. . 
Ham. But got to die onc,pawſe ere that be ſaiv. aſide. 
L. Mai. Wl 3 0 — e011! be obſtinate: 
Hamond. Ray chine here PLo2d fo2 doing well, 
| Afthecanliues Argins lite, 

\* Trsfarremoyl 1 to be a wife, 
ERoſe. Sap lit 3 cannot, 1 haue made a vow, 
ho tuer be my huſ band, tis —4 — 
I. Mai. Pour tongue is quicke, but . Bamond know, 
| 3 bade yon welcome to another end. 
Ham. wage wens pou Jar me pule, x pine, and ay 


— Wouldwillingly accepted Hammons loue, 


2 
710 


And tel how many gallauts J bnhozft, 1 bs > 
Swcte,wil this pleaſure pou? (4 | | | 


| hat louerimes man: ſie on that deadly ſinne. | 1 1 ö 


| "RP 1 

t. Gentle (raft. | | 

With louely ladie miſtris of my heart, = 
Pardon your ſeruant, and the timer play, 111 Wa. 
Rayling on Cupid, and his tyzants dart, 4 _. 
Oꝛ chal J vndertake ſome martiall ſpoile, 2 | 
Wearing your gloue at turnep, and at tilt, 1 3 


Roſe, ea, when wilt begin? Hr = 


1. Maior. Af you wil haue her, Ale make her agrir. 
Ham. Enfozced lone is woꝛſe then hate to me,. | 
Therc is a wench kerpes ſhop in the old change, ö 
To her wil J, it is not wealth J ſeke; 3 
J haue enough, and wil pꝛeferre her loue 
Weto2e the wozid:my gend loꝛd M aioz ade, 
Old loue foz me, q haue no N with new. 


L. Ma. Nowmammet you haue welbehay' d von 
But you ſhal curſe your copnes if F liu, #' 
Whole within there; ſ&@ you connay pour miſhris || . 
Straight to th old roꝛde, Ale keæpe pou ſtraight eri 5 
Foze God J would haue ſwozne the puling girle, 
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But baniſh him my thoughts, go minion in, eri 
Now tel me maſter Scot would you hau: thought 
That maſter Simon Ey2e the ſhomaker, . - 
ad beene of wealth to buy ſuch marchandize?  - | 
Scot. Twas wel my Lo2d,your honour,and 8 
Grew partners with him foz your 'bils of lading, 
Shew that Epꝛes gaines in one commoditie, e 
Riſe at the leaſt to ful — he — 
Beſides like gaine in other marchandize. | * 
L Ne W A 
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 eA pleaſant (omedie of 
or { haazfont en: him to th2Gaily Val, enter Eyre 
Der v ece he canes: god moꝛrow maſter Epꝛe. 

Evre. Moꝛe Dimon Epꝛe, my Loꝛd, pour ſhomaker. - 

L. ator. Mei wil, it likes pourſelfe to terme pou ſo, 
Now P. Dodger, whats the news with you? 

Enter Dod gen. 

Dodger. Ide gladly ſpeake in pꝛiuate to your honour. | 

L. Viaior. Poa ſhal, vou ſhal:maſter Cp2e,and M. * 
J haue ſome buſinclle with this gentleman, . 

3 p2apl: t me intreate pou to walke befo2e 
Tothe Guild Hal, Ile follow pꝛeſentlp, 
iter Cyꝛe, à hope ere none to call you Shiriffe. 

Eyre J would not care (my Lo2d) if you might cal me 
king of Spain, come maſter cot. 

L. Vaior. Now maiſter Dodger, ſeat the newes you 
bzing? 

Dod. The Carle of Lincolne by me greets yourlozdſhip 
And earneſtip requeſts pou(ifyou can) | 
Jn*o:me him where h:s Nephew Lacie kepes, 

L. Maior. Is not hs Nephew Lacie now in France? . 

Dodger. No J aſſure pour AIG diſguiſde 
Lurkes here in London. 5 

L. Maior. London:ist euen we 1 | L: 
It may be, but vpon my faith and ſoule, 

J know nat where he liues, oꝛ whether he lines, 

Do tel my Loꝛd of Lincolne, lurch in London: 

Well maſter Dodger, vou perhaps may ſtart him, 

Be but the meanes to ris him into France, = 

Ile giue you adozen angels fo2 your paines, : > hy 

So much ] loue his honour, hate his Nephew, 

And p2:cthe ſo infoꝛme thy loꝛd from me, e 
Dodger. J take my lcaue. exit. Dodger. 
Lee Farewell god maſter Dodger. | 


Lacie 


theGentle {1 raft. 


Latie in London? I dare pawne mp life, 82750 Fig 
My daughter knowes thereof, and fo2 that cauſe, ow» 
Denide pong P. Hammon in his loue, „„ 
Mel J am glad J ſent her to old ode, 
SGods loꝛd tis late, to Guild Yall I muſt hie, 
Jknow my bzeth2en ſtay my companie. cit. 
Enter Firke, Eyres wife, Hans, and Roger.” * 

Wilke. Thou goeſt to faſt toꝛ me Roger. N 

Firlce. J fo:loth. | | 

Wie. J p:ay the runne (doe you heare) runne fo Guily 
Pall „and learne it my huſband maſter Ey2e wil take that 
wo2ſhipſull vocation of. hirilke vpon him, hie ther gad 

ir ke? 

* Fire. Take it: well J goe, and he chould not take it, Firk 
- ſweares to foz\weare him, pes foꝛſath J goe to Guild Mall. 

Wife. Nay when: thou art to compendious, and tedions, | - 

-. Firke. O rare, yourercetlence is full of eloquente, how 
like a new cart wheele mp dame ſpeakes, and ſhe e _ 

an old muſty ale - bottle going to ſcaldingg. 
Wie. Pay when: thou wilt make me melancholp * 

Fuke. God'fo2biv your wozlhip ould tall into thathus 
mour, Y runne. n 

Wife. Let me ſe now Roger and Hans. 

H. J foꝛſmth dame ( miſtris q ſhould ſay) but the old links | 
ſo ſtickes to the roofe of my mouth, I can hardly lick it of- 

Wife. Euen what thou wilt god Roger ; dame is a faire 
name fo2 any honeſt chaiſtian , but Oy ewe: 
thou Bans? 

Hans. Me tanck you v20, 

Wye. Mel Hans and Roger pou ſee God hath bleſt pour 
maſter, and perdie if euer he comes to be M. @hariffe of 
London (as we are al moꝛtal) you Wal ſee T wil haue ſome 
odde thing oz other in a coꝛner oz vou: 3 wil not be vour 
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oatke friend, but let that paſſe, Vans pꝛap thee _ 


5 3 


| 9 haire foz my periwig. 
3 emingert it, but they are all true haires, 
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TI ace Comed; te * 


ſhoe, 

Hans. Va ic ſal vꝛo. 15 

Wife Roger, thou knoboſt the length of my tate, as it is 
none of the biggeſt, fo J thanke God it is handſome enough, 
pꝛethe let me haue a paire ot hoes el god Roger, 
wadden hecle tw. 

| Hodge. Pou ſhall, ; 

wife. Art thou acquainted with neuer a et 
ker, noꝛ a French - hode maker, 3 muſt enlarge my bunune, 
ha ha,how ſhall 3 lokeinahode J wonder? perdicodly J 


Roger. As acatte out of apillozie, verie wel J warrant 


vou miſtreite. 


Wite. Jndede all lleſh is graſſe, and Roger, canſt thou tel 
where J may bupe a god haire? 

Roger. Pes faloth, at the poulterers in Gracious fre. 

'V Vi. Thou art an vngratious wag, perdy, A meane a 


oger. Why miſtris, the next time, J cut my beard, you 


2 It is verie hot, muſt get me a fan o2 elle a maſke. 
TE Do porrhad nede.,to hide your wicked face. 

1, Fie vpon it, hum coſtly this wozld's calling is, pet⸗ 
dy, but that it is one of the wonderkull woꝛks of God, 1 


would not deale with it: is not Firke come yet: Mans, bee 
5 rs ſad,lct it paſſe and vaniſh,asmy huſbands wozthipps J 
ſaies. 


So Ick bin bzolicke,lot ſe vou ſw. 5 
oger. Miſtris, wil you dzinke a pipe of Tobacco? 
Vife. D fie vppon it Roger,perdy,theſe filthie Tobacco. 
ate: are the moſt idle ſlauering bables that euer I felt: out 
vppon R like men that vſe chi. 


Euter 


be Gentle Cre. 


loke here, Janes 


much ol him, hes 
an, * a tall ſoul- 


huſvand, why how,lame+ | ans mak 
a bꝛother ot our rave , a 0 [wozker 
dier. 1 
Hans. . 


Wife. Pardie Aknew him not,how doſt thou god Rafe? | 


J am glad to ſo the wel. 
Rate: J would God pou ſaw me dame as wel, 
As when J went from London into France. 

Wife. Truſt mee J am ſoꝛie Rafe to ſee thee impotent, 
Loꝛd how the wartes haue made him Sunburnt ; the left 
leg is not we! :t was afaire giftof God the inürmitie toke 
not hold a litle higher conſidering thou cameſtfrom France: 
but or 0 palle. - 

Rafe. à am glad to ſe pou wel, and J reiopce 
To bende that God Hath bicſt my maſter ſo 
Dince my veparture. | 

Wife. Pea truly Kale, J thanke mp maker ; but let that 
palle. -— + 

Rog. And ſirra Naſe, what newes, What newest in France? 

Rafe: Tel mee god Roger ſirſt, what newes * ? 
Dow does my Jane? when didfi thou ſ@my w 
wberetines.my pw2e heart : ſheel be — 1 

Now J want linobs to get whereon to feed. ! 
rex Limbs? haſt thou not hands man? thou ſhalt ne- 
ner ſe a ſhomaker want bzead, tyough he haue put thꝛe fin- 

gers e mahand. 

Kate. Pet all this while x heare not of my . 

| Wiſe. O Rate your wife, perdie wekn9we rot whats 
became 75 her: che was here a while, and beckule ſhe was 

martied grewe moze ſtatelp then became ber, A checkt her, 
auib ſo fozth,. away ſhe ung; neuer returned, nos ſaide bih 
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2 pleaſant Comedie of 


noꝛ bah: and Rafe you knowe ka me, ka ther. And ſo as Y 


tell ve. Roger is not icke tome vet: 

Roger. No to2ſoth. 2 

Wife. And lo inderde we heard not ofher , but Jheare 
ſhi. lues in London: but let that paſſe, Jfſhchad wanted, 
ſher might haue opened her caſe to me 02 my huſ band, o: 
to any of my men, J am ſure theres not any of them perdie, 


but would haue done her god co bis ne Vans loke if 
' Frikebecomc. 


Exp Hans, 


1 Wawit cal brd. a 

Waite, And ſo as I ſaide: but Rafe, why doſt thou werpe: 
thou knoweſt that naked wee came out of our mothers 
wombe, and naked we muſt returne, and therefozc thanke 
Cod ſoꝛ al things. : . 

Roger. No faith, Jane is a Granger here, but Rafe 


pull vp a go heart, I knowe thou haſt one, thy wife man, 


is in London, one toide mee he (awe her a while agoe ves. 


rie bzaue and neate, werle ferret her out, and London holds 


her. | 
Wife. Alas, pwze ſoule, hes ouercome with ſo>rowe, 


he does but as J doe, werpe ſoꝛ the lode of any god thing: 


but Kafe, get the in, call foz ſome meate and dzunke, thou 
ſhalt find me wo2ſhipfui towards thee. 


+ Rafe. Jthankeyou dame, ſiute q want lims and lands, 


Jle fo God mx god friends * to theſe my hands. 
— ext, 


Gore 2 Firks running vs, l 


Fyrke. Kunne good Hans, O Yodge,D mire, eg 


yo vp * es, wiltrelle imugge vp pour lokts, on 5 
wi 


with your beſt apparel my maiſter i is * my matter is 
talled nay condemn d by the crie of the countric to be ſhiritꝰe 
of the Citie,fo2 this famous peare nowe to tome: and time 
now being, a great many men in bla ke gownes were aſtit 
fo2 their voptes, and their hands, and my maſter had al their 
fiſts about his eares pꝛeſentip, and they cried 3, J, J, 3. and 
ſo Itame away,whcerefoze without all other grieue , J doe 
ſalute you miſtrefle ſh21cue, ji 

Hans. Paw,my meſter is de groot man, de ſhꝛicue. 
Roger. Did not I tell vou miſtris: nowe I may boldly 
ſap, gon moꝛrow to pour woꝛchip. 

Wife. God moꝛrow god Roger, I thanke you my god 


people all. Firke, hold vp thy hand, herr s a thꝛe - pen peece 
fo; thy tidings. :- 
Fyrk. Tis but th:& halle pence, 3 thinke:yes, tis the 
pence,J ſmel the Roſe. 
Roger. But W rulde by me, and doe not ſpeake 
ſo pulingly. 
-, Firke. Tis her woſhip.ſprakes fo, and not ſhe, no faith 
miſtrefſe, ſpoake mee in the oide key, to it Firke, there good 
Firke,plie your buſineſſe i odge Hodge, with a full mouth: 
le fill your bellies with god chears til they crie twang. 


| Euter Simon Zi tre wearing 1 l. chaine. | 
H arg, Sc mpn licuer b2oder,heer compt my meeTer. 
Wilen Veltome home maiſter ſhzieu 3 Rar Cod con⸗ 
tinue yoy in health and wealth. 
Eyre,:& here my Paggy, achaine, a gold chaine fo2 
Simon Ey2e,3 ſhal make thæ aLady, heer 8 a Freuth hod 
fo2 * on with it, on with it, d2eſſe thy bꝛowes —. . 


rer 


bane an hundꝛed fo: twentie, ber as mad knaues as your 
na iſter Sim Eyꝛe hath bin, x you ſhall liue to be Sheriues 
of London: how doſt thou like me ;Hargerie? Pꝛinte am I 
none, pet am T7 princely boꝛne, Firke, odge, and Vans. 
Al z. J foꝛſoth, what fates your woꝛſhip miſtris Sherike: 
| Evre, Vo iſhip and honour you Babilonion knaucs, fo2 
the Sentle Craft:but J foꝛgot my lelfe,y ambidven by nip 
L.92d {3ais2 fo dinner to old Ford, hes gone befo2e,Jmuit 
af:er: come hadge, on with your trinkets 2 nowe my true 
Trotans, my fine firke, my dapper Hodge, my honelk 
Vans, ſomedeuice, ſonie obbe trochets, ſome mozrts,0; luch 
like, foꝛ the honour ofthe gentle ſhwemakers, mecte me at 
old gd, vou know my minde: come Madge, awap, qutte 
vp the hop knaues, and make holiday, exennte 
Firke. O rare, D bꝛaue, come Vodge, follow me Yans, 
- Wele be with them fo! a moꝛcis daunce, - excunt. 
Enter Lord Mair Eyre, his wife, Fibill in a French hood, | 
and other ſeruants. | 
3 "PIE Draft mee you are as welcome to old Foꝛzd, 
as J my lelfe. | 
'Wife.. Truely 3 thanke your Lozdſhip. 
L. Ma. Mould our vad chere were worth the thanks 
- pou gue. 
Eyre. God chere my Lo2d Maio: , fine chere » afine 
houle, ſine walles, all fine and neat. 
L. Maior. ou by my troth le tel th maiſter Eyre, 
It does me gad and al my b2ethzen, 
That ſuch a madcap fellow as thy ſelfe 
Is entred into our ſocietie. 
Wife. J but my Loꝛd, her muſt learne nowe to putte an 
Tee | 
Eyre. Peate Maggp, a fig fo: granitie, when J go to CEuild⸗ 
pal m my ſcarlet gowne, Ile lu as demurelꝑ as a ſaint, aud 
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J would beſtow vpon that pœuich girle 


the Gentle ( raft. 7 


fpeake as grauelp as a ae of peace, but now 7 am herr at 
old Foꝛd, at my god Lo2d Haioꝛs houſe, let it go bij vaniſh 
Maggy, 3le be merrie, away with flip fl?p , theſe fwler:es, 
theſe gulleries: what hunme? p2ince am J none, vet am J 
pꝛincly boꝛne: what ſapes my Loꝛd Maio? T7 
L ñMaior. Ba, ha, ha, ( had rather then a thouſandpound, 

J had an heart but halte ſo light as yours. 135 

Eyre. Why what ſhould J vomyLozd : a pou 
pates not a dꝛam of debt: hum, lets be merry whiles 
pong, olde age, ſacke and ſugar Wil dccale vpon vs exc we be 
aware. of 

L. Ma. Its wel done miſtris Epꝛe, pꝛay giue goffoun (etl 
to my daughter, 1 

Wife. J hope miſtris Roſe wil haue the grace to take no- 
thing thats bad. F. 

L. Ma. Pꝛay God ſhe do, fo ifaith miſtris ra 


A thouſand Marks moꝛe then J meane to giue aß 
Upon condition ſhed be rulde by me, 

Che Ape ſtill croſleth me: there tame of late, 

A pꝛoper Gentleman of faire reuenewes, © 

TUhom gladly J would call ſonne in law: 

WE ut my fine tockney would haue none of him. 

Zou le pꝛoue a cochſcombe foꝛ it ere you die, 

A courtier, oꝛ no man muſt pleaſe pour eie. 

Eyre. Be rulde ſwerte Roſe, th art ripe ſoꝛ a man:marrie 
not with a box, that has no-moze haire on his face then thou 
haſt on thy ch@kes : a court 2 by, ſtand not vppon 
piſherie patherie : thoſe ſilked tell mes are but painted Jina⸗ 
ges, outſides, onffides Roſe, thmiune lings are toꝛne: 
no my line moule, marry me with a Gerittetngn Ct oc 
n:y Loꝛd Patio? your Father, a Grocer is awer LE 
Pluns, ÞPlums : had J alonne * Dauchterſhould mak 
| 2 > : 


A pleaſant Comedie of 


ont of the generation and bloud of the ſhoe-makers , he 
ſhould packe: what, the Gentle trade is a liuing fo2 a man 


th2ough Europe, thzough the world. 


A m/e within of a Taber and a Pipe. 
Maor. wibat noyſe is this: 
Eyre. O my Loꝛd $Þaio2,, a true of god fellowes that 
fo2 loue to pour honour,are come hither with a mozriſdance, 
tome in my :Heſopotamians cherrely, 


Enter Hodge, Hat. Raph, Fir be, and other ſhooe-maker: in a mor. 
Fas: after a little daunc ing the Lord CMator ſpeakes, 


Maior. Maiſter Epꝛe, are al theſe ſhoe-makers? 

Eyre Al Cozdwainers my god Lo2d Maioz. 

Roſe. How like my Lacielokes pond ſhoc-maker. 

Haunce. D that 7 durſt but ſpeake vnto my loue! 

Mator. Sibil, go fetch ſome wine to make thele dzinke, 
Pou are al welcome, | 

All. Me thanke pour Lozdchip. 

Roſe takes a cup of wme and goer to Hawnce., 

Roſe. Fo; his ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou repreſent, 
God friend J dꝛinke to thee. 

Hans. Tc be dancke god friſter. | 

Evyres Wife. J ſ& miſtris Roſe pou do not want iudge⸗ 


ment, von haue d2unke to the pꝛopereſt man I kepe. 


Firke. Here bee ſome haue done their parts to be as p2oper 

as he. 
Maior Wel,vagent bulines cals me backe to London: 

Gadd fellowes, firtt go in aid taſte nur cheare, 
And to make merrie as pou home ward go, 
Dpend theſe two angels in berc at Stratfozd Boe. 

Eyre. To theſe two (ny madde labs) m Exre ads an · 

_ other, 


the Gentle (raft. 


other, then cherely Firke , tickle it Bannce, and d alfo; 


the honour ot ſhoemakers. 
All goe dancing out. 


M. Come maiſter @yre,lets haue your companie, exewn:. 


Roſe. S:bil What ſhal J do? 

Sibill. Why whats the matter? 

Role. That Yaunce the ſhoemaker is my loue Laci e, 

Dilguiſde in that attire to find me out, 

Yow ſhould J find the meanes to ſpeake with him? 
Sibill. What miſtris, neuer feare, J dare venter my mat- 

denhead to nothing, and thats great oddes, that Haunce the 

Dutchman when we come to London, ſhal not onely ſee and 


ſpeake with vou, but in ſpight of al your Fathers pollicies, 


ſteale pou away and marrie pou, will not this pleaſe pou? 
Roſe. Do this, and euer be aſſured of my loue. 
Sibil. away then and follow pour father to London, leſt 
your abſence cauſe him to ſuſpce ſomething: 
To mo2iow if my counſel be obapde, 
Ile binde you pꝛentiſe to the gentle trade. 


Euter lane ina Semſters ſhop working and Has muffled 
at another aoore he Rand, alvofe. . 


Hamond. Ponders the ſhop, and there my faire lou 

Shes faire and louelp, but ſhe is not mine, 
O would ſhe were,th2iſe haue J courted her, 
CThꝛiſe hath my hand beene moiſtned with her hand, 
Whilſt my poꝛe famiſht eies do feed on that 
Mich made them famtiſh: Jam infoztunate, 
I ftil loue one, pet no body loues me, 

A muſe in other men what women ſe, 


F 3 


1 25 
8 


Wi "haſte Comedis * 


That 1 ſo want? ine miſtris Roſe was top, 
And this to curious, oh no, ſhe is thaſte, 
And fo2 the thinkes me wanton, ſhe denies 
Lo cheare my told heart with her ſunnie cies; 
Low pꝛettilp ſhe woꝛkes, oh pꝛettie hand 
Oh happie wozke, it doth me god to ſtand 
Unſene to ſœ- her, thus J ott haue fd, 
In troſlie euenings, a light burning by her, 
Enduring biting cold, only to eie her, 
Dune onelp loke hath ſeem d as rich to me 
As a kings trowne, ſuch is loues lunacie: 
Muffeled Jle paſſe along, and by that trie 
 Wihether ſhe know me. 
lane. Sir, what iſt vou buy? 

What ist pou lacke fir?callico,o2 lawne, 
Fine cambicke ſhirts,02 bands, what will pou buy: 

Ham. That which thou wilt not ſell, faith yet Jie trie: 
Vou do pou ſell this handkercher? 

Jane. God cheape. 

Ham. And how theſe ruffes? 

Jane. Cheapeto. 15 

Ham. And how this band? 

Jane. Cheape to. 

Ham. All cheape, how ſell you then this hand? 

Jane. My handes are not to be ſolde. | 

Nam. To be giuen then:nay faith J come fo bur. 

Iane. But none knowes when. ; 

Ham. Gedſwete, leaue moꝛke alittle while, lets play. 

Jane. J cannot liue by keeping holliday. 

Ham. Jle pay you fo; the time which ſhall be loft. 
Jane. With me you ſhallnotbe at ſo much coſt. 
Ham. Lok how pou u ound this cloth, ſo you wound me. 
Iane. It map * oh 


the Gentle Craft. 
Ham. Tis ſo. 5 
_ Mhat remedie? | 
Ham. Nay faith you are fa cop, 

lane. ' Let goe mp hand. a 
Ham. J wiil *s any talk af your command, 

J would let goe this beautie, were J not 

In mind to diſobey vou by a power 

That controlies kings: loue you. 
lane. So, now part. 
Ham. With hands J mar, but neuer with mp heart, 

In faith 3 loue pou. 
Jane. J belœue you doe. | 
Ham. 3 à true loue in me b2e&de dann in poue 
Jane. J hate you not. 2 
Ham. Then vou muſt laue. 
Jane. J doe, what are you better now?J loue — you, 
Han. All this hope is but a womans fray, 

Chat means, come to me, when the cries, away: 

Jn earneſt miſtris I do not ieſt, 

A true chaſte lone hath entred in my baeſt, 

J ioue you dearely as J loue my life, 

' Jloue you as a huſband loues a wife. 

That. and no other loue my loue requires, 

Thy wealth z uno is little, my deſires 

Chirſt not foꝛ gdld,ſwete beautcous Jane whats mine, 

Shall (if thou make my ſelfe thine) all be thine, 

Day, iudge, what is thy ſentence, lite, oꝛ death? 

Percie 02 crueltie lies in thy bꝛeath. 
Jane. God ſir, I da beleene pou loue me well: 

Fo2 tis aſeely conqueſt,ſely pꝛide, 

,Fo2onelike pou( I meane a gentleman) 

To boaſt, that by his loue tricks he hath bꝛought, 

1 and ſuch W 2 lure; 


ay 22 Ge f 


Ithinke pot do not ſo, yet many doe, 

And makeiteucn a very trade to wwe, 

F could be cop, as many women be, 

Ferde pou with ſunne⸗ſhine ſmiles, and wanton obs, 
But I deteſt witchcraft,ſay that J. 

Doe conſtantly belgue pou,conftant haue. 

Ham. Thy doft thou not beleene me? 

Ine. Jbeleue pon, 

Wut pet god ſir, becauſe J will not greeue you, 
Alith hopes to taſte fruite, which will neuer fall, 
In ample truth this is the ſumme ok all, 

My huſband liues, at leaſt J hope he lines, 

Þ2eſt was he to theſe bitter warres in France, 
Bitter they are to me by wanting him, | 
3 haur but one heart, and that hearts his due, 
How can J then beſtow the ſame on you? 

Wh: lft he liues, his Jline,beifnereſopoze, 
And rather be his wife, then a kings whoze. 

Ham. Chaſte and deare woman, J will not abuſe the, 
Although it coſt my life, i thou refuſe me, 
Thy huſband pꝛeſt fo: France,what was his name? 

lane. Rafe Dampoꝛt. 

Ham. Dampoꝛt, heres a letter ſent 
From France to me, from a deare friend of mine, 

-: gentleman ok place, here he doth waite, 


_- Theirnames hat haue bin flaine in euerp fight. 


lane, J hope deaths ſcroll containes not my loues name 
Ham. Cannot poureade? 
Jane. J tan. 
Ham. Peruſc the ſame, 
To my remembzance ſuch a name J read 
Amongſt the reft : ſ& here. 
Jane, Ape me, hees dead: 


+4 


the Gentle Graft, 


pes dead, if this be true my deare heartsſlaine, 

Ham. Baue patente, deart ue. 1 

Jane. Mence, hence. 

Ham. Nayſwete Jane, | 
anke not paze ſoꝛrow pzowd with theſe rich feares, 
J mourne thy huſbands death becauſe thou montnſt, 

Iane. Chat bil is foꝛgde, tis ſignveby fozgerie, 
Ham, Ile bꝛing the letters ſent beſides to many 
Carryingthelike repozt: Jane tis to true, 
Come, werpe not: mourning though it riſe from loue 
Helpes not the mourned, pet hurtes them that mourne. 
Jane.” Foz Guns ſake leaue me. 
Ham. Whither dot thou turnc? 


Foꝛget the deede,loue them that are aline, 


His loue is faded, trie how mine wil thziue. Bag 
Jane, Tisnownotime fozme to thinke on loue, 
Ham. Tisnow belt time fo vou to thinke on loue, becauſe 

pour loue liues not. 

Iane. Thogh he be dead, my loue to him ſhal not be buried: 
Foz Oods ſake leaue me to my ſelſe alone. 

Ham. T would kil my ſonle to leaue the dzownd in mone: 
Anſwers me to my ſute, and Jam gone, 

Say to me, pea, oz no. : 

Jane, No. 

Ham, Then farewell, one farewel wil not ſerue, I come 
again, come dꝛie thefe wet cherkes, tel me faith lwete Jane, 
pedo; no, onte moꝛe. 

Jane. Once moꝛe I ſay no, once moze be gone J burg, cl 
wil J goe. 

Ham. Nay then I wil grow rude by this white 2] 
Until yon change that colde no, here ile and nd, 

Ti by pour hard heart 

Iane. Nay,foz Gods loue Fences 


A pleaſant Comedieof 


Pp loꝛrowes by your pꝛeſence moze increaſe, 
Mot that you thus arc pꝛeſent, but al griefe 
zfires to be alone, therefoze in buiefe 
Tous much J ſap, ind ſaping bid adew, 
It euer J wed man it ſhall be vou. 
Ham. Oh bleſſed voyce,d:are Jane Ile v2gc no moe 
Thy bzeath hath made me rich. 
lane. Death makes me pw2e. excam. 
Enter "yy at his ſhop beord, Rafe, Firk, Haw, 
a boy at work. | 
All. Vey downt, a dowone, dobont derie. | 
Hodge. Mell ſaid my hearts, plie pour wozketo dap, we 
loptred veſterdap, to it pell mel, that we map liue to be 18 
Maioꝛs, oꝛ Aldermen at leaſt. 
Firke. Hey downe a downe derie. 
Hodge. Mell ſaid yfaith,how lailf a0 n not 
Firke tickle it? 
Hauns. Paw meſter. 
. Firke. Not ſo neither, my o2ganc pipe ſqueaks this mos⸗ 
ning fo: want of licoꝛing: hey downe adowne derie. 
. Hans, Fozward Firk, tom beiſt᷑ vn iolly youngſter hot 3 me⸗ 
fer it bid yo cut me un pair vipes el botes, 
Hodge. Thou ſhalt Bains, 
Fa Matter. | 
Hodge Bow now, bop? 
Enter Pꝛap, now pou are in the cutting vaine, ts 
out a paire of counterfeits, oz elſe my wazke willnot palle 
currant, bhepdowne a downe. 
Hodge Tellmcfirs, are my cofin M. Pꝛiſcillaes ſhwen 
done: 
Firke ur toſin: no mailter one ol pour auntes, bang 
her, let them Lale. 
Rafe Jam in hand wm them-the gaue charge that 3 
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but | | Gould OSD fo2 her. - | 
- Firke Thou dofo2 her? then 
that ſhe loues not: Rafe, thou n. 
in faith J would haue pearkt — 
downe a downe derrp, chis ge 
Hodge Bow ſaiſt thou 
Fo2d? | | 
Firke ow merry? whp ou buttockes went Jiggy ieg- 
gy like a quagmpꝛe: wel ſir Roger Watemeale, if q thought 
all meale of that nature, I would eate nothing bu-bagptid- 
dings. 
Rafe Ot all god foztunes, my fellow Vance had the belt. 
Firke Tis true, betauſe miſtris Roſe dꝛanke to him. 
Hodge Mel, wel, wozke apace, hee! iap ſeucn ol the Al 
dermen z be dead, o: very licke, | 
Firke I tare not, Ile be none. 
Rafe Nonoz I, but then my P. Ty2e wil come quit 
to be L. Mayoꝛ. © Enter Sibil, 
Firke Whoop, vonder comes Sibil. 


— — _ Ty. + 


2 


Hodge Bibll, welcome yfaith,and how 1 dolt thou madde _ 


Hille Sib whe2e,welcome fo London, | 
Sibil Godamercy fweete Fuke: god Lo2d Podge,what | 
a delitious ſhop vou haue got, poutkickle it faith, 
afe Godamercy Sibil fo; ourgedchereatold Foꝛd. 
ba That vou ſhal haue Rafe. 
Frke Nay hy the malle, we hadde fickling cherre Sibil, 
and how the plague doſt thou and miſtris Roſe, and my L. 
Mavoꝛ: 7 put the women in firlt. 
Sibil Wel Godamercp: but Gods me, J fozget my ſelf, 
wheres Haunce the Fleming? 
Firke Nearke danter boxe , nowe you mult yelp outſome | 


enen | 
G 2 Hans 


h 
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„od gon;Frilters -  / 
me to my vong miſtris, to val | 


as fro,vare ben your miſtris? 
aur London honle in Cozuewaile 
uꝛe ſerue her turne but Wans 2 


eil. 34.4 Ul zCOIne Hans,J ſtand vpon n 


Hodg. Why then S1bil, take hede uf packing. | 
Sibill. Foz that let me alone, J haue a tricke in my bud- 
get, come 4/ans. 
Hans. Paw, vaw, it ſall mete vo gane. a 
Exit Hans and Sibill. 
Hodge. Go Hans, make haſte againe: come, who lacks 


woꝛke? 


Firke. J maiſter, foꝛ 3 lacke my bzeakfaft, tis munching 
time, and paſt | 

Hodge Iſt ſo?why then leaue woꝛke Raph, to bꝛeaktatt, 
bop loke to the tales, come Raph,come Firke. Exennt. 


Enter a Sermm mung 


Ser. Let me fie now, the ſigne of the laſt in 8 owerſtrert, 


mas ponders the houſe: what haw,whocs within? 


Enter Rob. 

Raph. Who calles there, what u ant pou ſir? 

Seru. Marrie J would haue a-paireofſhoes made fo2 a 
— againſt to moꝛrow moꝛning, what can you 
do them: 

4 Raph. Ves ſir,you (hall haue them,but what lengths her 
wtc? 

Seru. Why you mult make them in all parts like this 


- ſhoe, but at any hand faile not to do them, fo2 che Gentle⸗ 


woman is to be married very early in the mozning. rt 
1 8 ap . 
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Raph Vol: bytgis ſhoe mult it be maderby chis,are pott 
ſure ſir by this: 

Seru. Bow, by this am J ſure, hy this:art thou in thy wits? 
I tell the J muſt haue a paire of ſho2s, doit thou marke 
me? a pairsofſhoes,two ſhoes, made by this verie ſhoe, this 
ſame ſhoe, againſt to mozrow moꝛning by foure a clock, doll 
vnderſtand me, canſt thou do t: 

Raph. Yes ſir, yes, J, ), A tan do t, by this ſhoe you ſay: 1 
would knowe this ſhoe, ves ſir, ves, vy this ſhoe, I can de t, 
foure a clocke, well, whither ſhall J bing them? 

Seru. To the ſigne of the golden ball in Watflingſtreete, 
engquire ſoꝛ one maiſter Yamon a gentieman, my maiſter. 
aph. Yea ſir, by this ſhe pou ſay. 

Seru. I ſay maiſter Yammon at the golden ball, he s the 
Bꝛidegrome, and thoſe ſhocs are fo2 his bꝛide. 

Raph. They hal be done by this ſhoe : wel, well, Maiſter 
Vammon at the golden ſhoe, J would ſay the golden Ball, 
verie well, verie well, but J pꝛaꝝ ou fir where mut maiſter 
Vammon be married: 

Seru. At Saint Faiths Church vnder Paules: but whats 
that to the: pꝛethe diſpatch tholeſhmes,and ſo farewel. . 

| exit. 4 

Raph. By this Hoe ſaid he,how am Jamaſde 

At this ſtrange accident: vpon my life, 

This was the verie ſhoe I gane my wife 
When Iwaspꝛeſt fo2 France, ſince when alas, g 
Jneuer could heare of her: is the lame, 
And BHammons Bꝛide no other ut my Jane. 


Euter Firke, 


 Firke, Snailes Raph thou hat laſt thy part of thꝛeꝛ pots, 
a countrieman of mine gaue me to bzeakfaſt, 


G 3 Nep. 


A pleaſant (omedie of 
Rafe care not, I haue founp a better thing, © 
Firke A thing? away 5 is it a mans thing, 02 a womans 
thinge 

Rafe Firke, doſt thou know this ſhoe? 2 

Fuke No by my froty , neither doth that know me? 1 
haue no acquaintance with it, tis amecre ſtranger to me. 
Rafe Why then J do, this ſhwe J durſt be ſwozne 

Daceconered the inſtep ofniy Jane: 

This is her ũiʒe, her bꝛeadthj, thus trod my lone, 

T heſe true loue knots J pꝛickt, J hold my liſe, 

By this old ſhoe J ſhall finde out my wife, 

Firke Ha ha old cha, that wert new, hom a murren came 

this ague fit offoliſhacs vpon thee? 

Rafe Thus Firke, euen now here came aſeruingmany 

By this ſhoc would he haue a new paire made 

Againſt to moꝛrow moꝛning foz his miſtris, 

Chats to de married to a Gentleman, 

And why may not this be my werte Zane? | 
Firke And why mailt not thou be my \weete Alethaha, 
Rafe Wel,langh, and (pare not: but the tructh the” 

Againſt tomozrow-mozning Ile pꝛoude, 

A liuſtte crue ofhoneft ſhomakers, 

To watch the going of the bzide to church, 

If ſhe pꝛoue Jane, Jie fake her in diſpite, 

From Yammen and the diuel, were he by, 

Jfit be not my ane, what remedy? + 

Vereof am J ſure, J call line tul J die, 

Although I neuer with a woman lie. eit. 

Fir. Thou lie with a woman to builde vothing but C rips 

ple-gatcs! Well,.Godſends fwolcs fo:tune, and it may be he 
may light vpon his matrimony by ſuch « deuice, a wed- 
ding and hanging goes by — 
EX ; 8 5} 

| Enter 


.. tbe:Gentle Graft... 


wing 122 . 

Hans. How happie am J by embzacing the, 
Oh did feare ſuch croſſe miſhaps did raigne, 
That I ſhould neuer ſ&my Roſe againe, 

' Roſe: werte Lacie, ſince faire Dpoztunitie 
Otters her ſelfe to furder our eſcape, 

Let not to ouer⸗ ond eſtme of me 
Vinder that happie hower, inuent the meancs, 
And Roſe will follow thee thꝛough all the wozld. 

Hans Oh how J ſurſeit with excel ot iov, 
Made happie by thy rich perfedion, 

But ſince thou paiſt ſweeteintreſt to my hopes, 
Redoubling loue on loue, let me oncemozce, 
Like to a bold facde debter crane ofthee, :. 
This night to ſteale abzoade,and at Eyzes houſe, 
Who now by death ofcertaine Aldermen, 
Is Maioꝛ of London, and my maſter once, 
Pete thou thy Lacie where in ſpite of change, 
Pour fathers anger, and mine vncles hate, 
Our happienuptialls will S 

* Ester Y 
Sb Dh God, what will pou doe miſtris: ſhift foz your 


felfe, your father is at hand, bees comming, hies comming, 
maſter Lacie hide pour ſelfe i in ny miſtris, > tw; Gods ſake 


ſhift fo pour ſelues. 

Hans Pour father come,GoceteRoſe;whatſhall I doe: 
There ſhall 3 hide me: how ſhall J ecape? 
Roſe. A man and want wit in extremitie, 
Come, tome, be Yauns ſttll,play the ſhomaker, 


Pull on my Hoe. 
Ester Lord. Ata 
Hans Mas, and thats wellremembzed. 
"=o Yere comes pour father. 
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A pleaſant ( omedie of 
Hans. Foꝛware metrelle, tis vn god tho lw, it ſal vel dute, 
oꝛ ve ſal neit betallen. 
Role, Oh God it pincheth me, what wil pou do? 


Hans. Pour fathers pꝛeſente pincheth, not the ſha. & 
L. Mai. Well bone, fitmy daughter well, d ſhee ſhall 


pflaale ther well, 


Hans. Paw, yaw, ick weit dat well, foz wa tis vn god. 
ſu, tis gi mait van neits leither, ſe ener mine 1 
Huer a prentice. . 
L. Mai. J do beterne it, whats the newes you? 
Prent. Pleaſe you, the Earle ot Lincoine tthe Aer 


ncwoly lighted, and would ſpeake with you, 


L. Mai. The Carle of I incolne comet ſpeake with mee 
Nell, well, 2 know his errand: daughter Roſe. | 
Send hence pour ſhomaker, diſpatch, haue done: 
Sib, make things handſome: ur boy follow me. | 
Ex. 
Hans. Mine vncle come, oh what may this poztend? 
werte Roſe, this of our loue thꝛeatens an end, 
Roſe, Be not diſmaid at this what ere befall, 
Roſe is thine owne, to witnes J ſpeake truth, 
Where thou appoints the plate Ile mete with te, 
A will not fixe a day to follow ther, 
But p2eſently ſteale hence, do nat replie. 
Leue which gaue ſtrength to beare my fathers hate, 
Shall now inte further © oureſcape. 


Exenm. 


— Z. Maior, 35 Hanges 
L. V. Beleue me, on my credite J ſpeake truth, 
Since firſt your nephew Lacie went to France, | 


J hane not ſene him. It ſeemd ſtrange to me, 
When Dodger told me that he ſtaide behinde, 


Neglecting 


the Gentle (raft. 
Hegleaing the hie charge the King impoſed, 

'Linc. Truſt me (ur Roger Otly) J did thinke 
Pour counſeUhad giuen head to this attempt, 
D2awnoto it by the loue he bearts pour child. 
Bere J did hope to find him in your honſe, 
But now J ſe mine error, and con feſſe 
My iudgement wꝛongd pot by conceuing lo, 

L. Maior Lodge in my youſe,ſay yore truſt me my Lozd, 
J loue pour Nephew Lacie fo to dearelp 
So much to wꝛong his honoz,and he hath done ſo, 
That firſt gaue him aduiſe to ſtay from France, 
To witneſſe JF ſpeake truth, J let you ur ow 


_ © Yowcarefull I haue beene to kerpe my daughter 


Free from all conference, oꝛ ſptech of him, 

Not that J ſkozne pour Nephew, but in loue 

A beare your honour, leaſt your noble bloud, 

* by my meane woꝛth be diſhonouredd. | 

Lin, Pow far the churles tongue wanders from his datt, 

Well, well ſir Roger Otley J beleene you, | 
With-moze then many thankes foꝛ the kind lone, 

Do much vou ſeeme to beare me: but my Koꝛd, 

Let me requeſt pour helpe to ſecke my Nephew, 

Mhom if J find, Ile ſtraight embarke fo2 France, 

Do ſhal my Roſe be fret, your thoughts at reſt, 

And much care die which now dies in my bꝛeſt. F nter Sibul. 


Sibill. Oh Lozu, help foz Gods ſake, my miſtris, oh my 288 


pong miſtris. 
L. Ma. Whereis thy miſtris: whats betome ok her: 
Sibill. Shtes gone, ſhees fled, 
L. Maior Gone? whitheris the fled? 
Sibill. J know not fozſoth, ſhes fledout of does with 
Vauns the Shomaker, I ſaw them fcud, ſcud, ſcud, apate, 


apate. | 
5 L. Ma. 
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A pleaſant Comeate of 


L.Maior Which way? what John, wherebe my men? 
which way? 
Sibi I know not, and it pleaſe your woꝛchip. 
L. maior Fled with a ſho maker, can this be true: 
Sibil Dh Lo2d fir, as true as Gods in heauen. 
Linc. Her loue turnd Homaker?Jam glad ofthis, 
L. Na. A fleming butter boxe, a ſhwmaker, 
Will the foꝛget her birth? requite my care 
TU'th ſuch ingratitudezſkoznd ſhe vong Hammon, 
To loue a honnikin, a nedie knaue? 
Wel let her flie, zle not lie after her, 
Let her ſtarue if He wil, ſhces none ok mine. 
Linc. Be not ſo cruell fir, 
Enter Firke with ſhooes. 
Sibil J am glad ſhes ſcapt. | 
L. Ma. Ile not account of her as of my child ; 
Ms there no better obiect foꝛ her eies, 


But a foule dꝛunken lubber, (will bellie, 
| A homater,thats bꝛaue. 


Fuke. Pca foziath, tis a verꝑ bzaue dend as fit as a 
pudding. 


L. Ma Ho naw,what knaueis this, fm whence tom⸗ 
meſt thou? 


Firke Qo knaue ſir, J am Firke the ſhoma r, luſty Ro- 


gers chufe luſtie ioꝛnepman, and I come hither to take vp 
the pꝛettie legge of werte miſtris Roſe, and thus hoping 


vour wo; hippe is in as god health as I was at tbe making 
herco?, J bid pon farewell, pours | os 
L. Via. Stay ſtay ſir nau. | 
Linc. Come hither ſhomaker, : 
ire CT is happie the knaue is put befoze the "DOE 
dꝛ elſe J would not haue vouchſafed to come backe to you, J 
am moued, foz J irre. N 
| | L. Ma. 


the Gen the (raft. 


3 Dy 5. this villaine calles vs knanes by 
crätt. 


Firk. Then tis by the Gentle Craft,and to tal one knaue 
gently,is no harme: ut your wozſhip merie: ib your yong 
- miſtris Jle ſo bob then, now my mailer $Þ, Syzeis Lowe 
Paio2 of London, | 
L. Ma. Tell me ſirra, whoes man are you?- 
| Firke Jam glad to ſe your wozthip ſo merrie, I haue no 
mau to this gere, no ſtomacke as yet to a red peticote. 


Pointing to Sibil, 


Lin He means not ſir to woe you to his maid, 

But onely doth demand whole man you are. | = 

Firke I fing now to the tune of Rogero, Roger my felow  - 
is now my maſter, 

Lin Sirra, knowit thou one Yauns a Gomaker? 
Pirl Yaunsſhomaker, oh ves, ſtay, yes J haue him, 
tel vou what, J ſpeake it in ſetret, miſtris Role, and he 

this time:no not ſo, but ſhoztly are to come over one er 
with, Can pou dance the ſhaking of the ſhertes ? it is that 
Hauns, Ile ſo guli theſe diggers. a 

L. Ma Anobiſt thou then where he is: 

Firke Pes fo:ſath,yeamarry, 

if Fo Canft thou in ſadneſſc? 2 

Firke No ſoꝛſoth, no matrie. > 

L. Ma Tell me god honeſt fellow where he is, ' 
And thou ſhalt ſee what Jle beſtow of the. 

Fuke Honeſt fellow, no ſir, not ſo fir,my pꝛofeſſion is the 
Gentle Craft, J care not fozſeing, J loue feeling, let me 
fœle it here, aurium tenus, ten preces ol gold, genum tem, ten 
pæces me Firke is your man anewpatcrof 
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Jn the diſguiſe of this Dutch ſhomaker, | 


A pleaſant Comedie of 


L. Ma. Here is an Angel, part of thy reward, 


Thich J will giue ther, tell me where he is. 


Firlce. No point: ſhal J betray my b2other?no,ſhal I pꝛoue 
Judas to We no, ſhall J crie treaſon to my coꝛpozation: 
no, IJ ſhall be firkt and perkt then, but giue me your W 
pour angell ſhall tel vou. 

Lin Doe ſo gad fellow, tis no hurt to thee, 

Firke Send fimpering Bib away. . 

L. Ma Þuſwife,get uu in, 


exit Sib. 


Firke. Pitchers haue eares, and maides haue wide 


mouthes:but fo; Yauns pꝛauns, vpen my woꝛd to mozrow 


mo:ning, he and vong miſtt is Roſe goe to this geere, thep 


hall be married together, by this ruſh, oz elſe tourne - 


Firke toa firkin ofbutter to tanne leather withall, 

L. Ma. But art thouſure of this: 

Firke am J ſure that Paules Ceple is ahandfull higher 
then London ſtone? 02 that the piſſing conduit leakes 


nothing but pure mother Bunch? am J ſuxe J am luſtie 


Firke, Gods nailes doe you thinke J am ſo baſe to gull 


vou 


5 Where are ther married? doſt thou know the 
ure 

Firke I never goe to church,but JI know the name of it, 
it is a ſwearing church, ſtaya while, tis: by the mas, no, 
no, tis J by my troth,no noꝛ that, tis J by my faith, that that, 
tis J by my Faithes church vader Paulescroſle, there they 
ſhall be init like a paire of fockings ia matrimonie, thers 
theile be in conie. 


Lin. Upon mp life, my Nephew Lacie walkes 


Firke 


the Gentle Craft. 

_ Firke Pesfozſath. 

Linc. Doth he not honeſt fellow? | 

Firke No fozſoth, 3 thinke Yauns is no bodie, but Vans 
no ſpirite. 

L. Ma. My mind miſgiuesmenow tis ſo indcde. 

Lin. My coſen ſpeakes the language, knowes the trade. 

L. Ma. Let me requeſt pour companie my Lo2d, | 
Pour honourable pꝛeſence max, no doubt, 
Rekraine their head - ſtrong rachneſſe, when my ſelle 
Going alone perchance may be ozebozne, 
Shall J requeſt this fauour? 

Linc. This,o2 what elſe. 

| Firke Chen you mult riſe betimes, foz they meane to fal 
to their hey paſſe, and repaſſe, pindy pandy, which hand will 
vau haue, very earelp. 

L. Ma. Mv care chal euery way equal their halte, 
Chis ni ht accept your lodging in my houſe, 
The earlier ſhalwe ſtir, and at Saint Faithes 
P2euent this giddy hare-bzaindnuptiall, * 
This trafficke ofhot loue ſhal yeld cold naines, 
They ban our lours,and wele fozbid their baines. 

exeunt. 

Linc. At Saint Faithes church thou ſaiſt. 

Firke Pes, by their troth. 

Linc. Be ſecret on thy life. 7; | 

Firke Pes, when J kiſe your wife, ha, ha, heres nocraft 
in the Gentle Craft, I ca hither ol purpaſe with ſhoes to 
fir Rogers wozſhip,whil Roſe his daughter be coniecatcht 
by Yauns : ſoft nowe, theſe two gulles will be at Saint 
Faithes church tomozrow mozning, to take maſter Bꝛide⸗ 
grome, and miſtris Bꝛide napping, and thep in the meane 
time ſhal chop vp the matter at the Dauoy: but the beſt ipo2t 
is, fir Roger Dtly wil find r ata going 


y ©» 4 Wa Ä cc 


2 a Comedie, of 


to marry a gentleman, and ther heele ſ vp her ir Pede ofhis 
daughter; oh bꝛaue, there wil be fine tickluig ſpoꝛt:io t ricw, 
what haue J to doc? oh T know now a meſle of ſta makers 
meate at the woll ſack in I vie lane, to cozen my gentieman 
of lame Rafes wife, thats true, alacke, alacke girles, holde 
out tacke, foz nowe ſmockes foz-this e ſhall goe to 
W2Acke. exit 


Enter Are, his Wife haut, and R 0 Y | 


Eyre This is the moꝛning then, ſtay my bully, as 
neſt Bauns, is it not? 

Hans This is the mozning that mut make vs two hap⸗ 
pp, oꝛ miſerable, therefoꝛe i you 

Eyre Away with thele iffes and ands Bauns, and theſe 
et cæteraes, by mine honoꝛ Rowland Lacie none but the king 
hall wꝛong ther: come, feare nothing, am not J Sim Epze? 
Js not Sim Eyze Lozd mayo: of London? feare nothing 
Role, let them al ſap what they can,dainty come thou to me: 
laugheſt thon? 

Wife God my lozd , ffand her friend in what thing vou 
map. 
Eyre Why my lwete lady Padgy, thincke pon Simon 
Epꝛe can foꝛget his fine dutch Journeyman? No vah. Fre 
ſcoꝛne it, it ſhall neuer be caſt in my teeth, that 3 was vn- 

thankeful . Lady Padgy, thou hadſt neuer touerd thy Sa⸗ 
racens head with this french flappe, noꝛ laaden thy bumme 
with this farthingale, tis trash, trumperp, vanity, Simdn 
- Ey2e had neuer walkte in a redde petticoate, noꝛ woꝛe a 
chaine of golde, but fo2 my fine Journepmans poztigues, 
and ſhall J leaue him? No :Paince am J none, yct beare a 
p2incely minde. 

Hans Þy Lo20e, tis fimcfo2 vs to part from _ 

yre 


| 
| 
| 
| 


the Gen tle aft. 


Eyre Ladp Padgp, lady Þadgy, take two oꝛ thze of n 
pie-crult caters, my buffe-terkin varlets, that doe walke in 


blacke gownes at Simon Ep:eshelcs, take them god la- 
dy Madgy, trippe and goe, iny b;zowne Quecne uf Perri⸗ 
wigs, ith my dclicateRoſe , and my iollp Rowland to 
the Dauoy , ſe them linckte, countenaunce the marriage, 


and when it is done, cling, cling together, you #3? —— Hs 


Turtle Doucs , Ile beare pou out, come to Simon Epꝛe 
come dwell with me Yauns , thou ſhait cate mincde pres, 
and marthpane. Roſe, away cricket, trippe and goe , my 
Lady Madgy to the Sauop, Vauns, wed, and to bed,kifſe 
and 5 

Wife Farewel my loꝛd. 

Roſe Make haſte ſwete lour. 

Wife Shede faine the deede were done. 

Hauns Come my ſwete ** faſter 3 Dere wele 
runne. 


Tbey goe aut. 
Eyre Obe, vaniſh, vaniſh, auaunt J ſay : by the lozde ot 


ALubgate, its a madde life to be a lozde Paysz , its a ſtirs 
ring life, a fine life, a veluet le, a carcfall life. Well 


. Sunon Eyꝛe, pet ſet a god face on it, in the hong? of ſaina 


Hugh. Holt, the king this day cames to dine with me, to 
ſee my new buildings, his maieſty is welcome, heſhal haue 
god chere, delicate chere, pꝛintely chere. This day nip fe- 
low pꝛentiſes of London come fo dine with me to, they ſhall 
haue fine chere, gentlemanlike chere. pꝛomiſed the mad 
Cappidoſtans, when we all ſerucd at the Conduit together, 

that if euer J came to be Papo2 of London, J would feaſt 
them al, and Jie dot. Ile dat by the life of Pharach by this 
beard Dim Tire wil be u muncher. Beüdes, hauc pꝛoturd, 
that vpon euer 
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eA pleaſant Comedie of 
eucry Sh2onetueſvay, at the ſound ofthe pancake bell: mp 
fine dapper Allyꝛian lavs,ſhall clap vp their ſhop — 
and away, this is the day, and this day they ſhall dot, they 
ſhall dot: boyes, that dap are pan free, let maſters care, and 
pꝛentiſes ſhall pꝛap ſoꝛ Simon Cyze, - exit. | 
Emer Hoage,Firke Rafe, and fine or fixe ſhoomaker-s, 
all with cudgelt, or ſuch weapons. 

. Come Kafe,ftandto it Firkre:my maſters,as me 
are thebzane vlods ofthe ſhwemakers, heires apparant to 
ſaint t ugh, and perpetuallbenefacto2s to all awd fellowes 
thou ſhalt haue no w2ong, were ammon a king ofſpades, 
he ſhould not delue in thy cloſe without thy ſufferannce : but 
tell me Rafe, art thou ſure tis thy wife? 

Rafe Am J ſure this is Firke 2 This mozning when J 
ſtrokte on her ſhots, I lokte vpon her, and ſhe vpon me, and 
fighed, aſute me ik euer J knew one Rafe, Pes ſayde J: foz 
his lake ſaide ſhe (teares ſtanding in her eyes) and foz thou 
art ſomewhat like him, ſpend this piece of golde: J toke it: 
my lame leg, and my trauel beyond ſea made me vnknown, 

all is one faz that, know ſhes mine. 
; Firke Did ſhe giue the this gold? O glozions glittering 
gold; ſhees thine owne, tis thy wile, and ſhe lones ther, foz 
Ile ſtand tot, theres no woman wil giue golds to any man, 
bit ſhe thinkes better of him than ſhe thinkes of them ſhe 
gines ſiluer to: and foz Yamon, neither PÞamonnoz Bang⸗ 
man ſhall w2ong ther in London: Is not our olde mailter 
* Papoꝛ: Speake my hearts. 
All Ves, and Þamon ſhall know it to his colt. 
9 Enter bamon his min, Jane and others, 

Hodge Peace my bullies, yonder they come. 

Rafe, tand tat my hearts, Fire, let me ſpeake firff, 

3 Ao Rafe, let me: Bammon, Whither away ſo 
e 
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Hamon 


abe Gentle Craft. 


Hamon Unnannerty rude floue, whats that to this 

| Firke Tohimfirepes ũr, and to me, and others: god mo» 

ow Jane, how dot thourgod Lozd,how the wozu is chan- 
van Gon be chanen. 


| | ſpittes, 
ſtecte to the backe, men euery inch ol them, al ſpirite, 
_ AllofHamons fide Mel, and hat of all this? - 
Hodge Ile ſhew vou: Jane, doſt thou know this may? 
tis Rafe J cum tell the: nay, tis he in faith, though he be 
lande by the warres, vet loke not ſtrange, but run to him, 
fold him about the necke and kid hun, 

lane Auen thenmyHuſvand?oh God let me go, | 
Letmeembzace my Rafe. 

Hamon UWhatmeanes my Jane? 

Jane Nay,what meant pon to tell me he was ſlaine: 

Ham. Pardonimedearelone fo; being miſied, 
Twas rumoꝛd here in London thou wert dead. 
Fire ThonG@fthelines : Laſſe, — 
him: now Þ.Pamon,wheres your miſtris pour 

Seru. —— —— hore 
Au Downe with that creature, clubs, downe with him. 


e Þold, hold. 
Polo dele, firohe Hatdonowneng, 
care Jane leaue me thus, and bzeakeher faith: 
Firke Yea ſir, he mult ſir,ſhe ſhalfirgwhatthenemend it. 
Hodge Yearke fellow Rafe, folowe mycounſel, (ct the 
nde the malt, ani let her chuſe her man, ans let her be 
bis woman. = SS 
"a me 


A pleaſant Comedivof 


lane TWhoin ſhould I choſg? whom ſhould my thoughts 

Wut him whom heauen hath made to be m loue, (affect? 

Thou art my huſband and theſe humble des, | 

Pakes ther moze beautiful then all bis wealthy, tp 

CTherefoze X wil but put off his attire, A cli 

Returning it into the owners hand, 

And after enec be thy conſtant wiſe. 

Hodge. ot a raxge ane, ihe lap c ondurũlde he that 

ſowes in another mans ground fozfets his harueſt, get thee 

home Rafe,follow him Jane, he hall nat haue ſo much 48 

buſke point from thee. 
Firke Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances are hin 

9wne,Bammon,loke not at her. 
Fire Blewroatebe quiet, wele giue you a new leds 

_ elſe,wele make Shꝛoue Tueſday aint Geoꝛzges day fo: 

pou: loke not ¶ ammon, lcare not, 3ie Firke you , ſoz thy 
head now, one glance, one ſhtepes eie, any thing at her, 
touch nat a ragge, leaſt 3 and my ee Wee to 
tlolotes. 

S. Come maſter Pammon;theresnoffrininghere. 

Ham. Ed fellowes, heare me ſpeane:and honeſt Rafe, 

Whom haue iniured moſt by louing Jane, 

Parke what J offer ther: here in faire gold 

Is twentie pound, Ile giue it fo2 thy Jane, 

Je this content the not, than ſhalt haue moꝛ:e. 
Hodge Sell not thy wife Nale, make her not a whoꝛe. 
Ham. Sap, wilt thou freely e ee in her, 

And let her be my wifce | 
All No, do not Rafe. 

Rafe Wirra Pammon . doft thon thinke a 

hoatnaker is fo. baſe, ta bee a bawde-to his owne 

wife ſoz commoditie, take thy golde , choake with it, ay 


P WT 
4 Tete 1X ſhhmaker ſeli his fleſh and deep 
Hod. @irra,take vp your pelfe,and be packing. 
Ham 2 wil not touch one pennie,but in lies 
Df chat great wzong I offered thy Jane, Fes - 2 { : 
Do Janealivthe Jgwethat twentie pound, cl 
Since J haue faild of her, during my liſe 6s 51 
J vow no woman eiſe ſhall be my wife: 61 
Farewell god fellowes of the Gentle trade, | 
Pour moꝛnings mirth my mourning day hath made. exe 
Firke — —— — hs 
trudging: here Jane take thou it, now lets home my h 
Hod. tap, ho comes here? Jane, on againe 


malke. 
Emer Lincohne, L,Maior, and mm! ü 

Linc. Ponders the lyingvarlet mockt deln. TR 

L. Ma. Comehitherfirra./ -, | 

"(Fake Ir, q am ſirra, vou meane me, do — 
Linc. Mhere is my Nephew married? |. / | 

Firke Js he married? God giue himioy, Jam glad of if: 
they haue a faire day, and the ſigne1s in nn 
in Menus. 

L. Ma Uillaine,thoutoldſ me that my — Roles. 
This moꝛning ſhould be married at Saint Faithes, 
Me haue watcht there theſe ther houres at the leaſt, 
Het ſ& we no ſuch thing. 

i Fuke Truly Jam ſoꝛie fo2 t,aBzide's a pꝛettie thing. 

Hodge Come to the purpoſe, vonder s the Bꝛide and 
Wꝛidegrwme vou loke foz A hope: though you be Loꝛdes, 
vou are not to barre, by your authozttie, ANY 
Are 2 | 

L. Ma e r my daughters malkt. 
Lc. True, and my Nephew, ; 2 
12 


n Fried 
Free Peatruely gad pig thepazs couple, they arelams 
| L. Mor Jleeaſcher blindues. (ua blind. 
738 Lin. Ile his lamenes ture. 
1  Fike Lie downe firs, and laugh, my felow Rafe is taken 
| foz Rowland Lacy, organ dye wed prone on 
i | is al my knauerp. | 
i; | | L. Masor What, haue Ifoumd yowminione | 
Wi Linc, O baſe wzetch, 
S Nay hive thy face, the hozro2 afthyquilt, - 
0 i, what vattets haue you made? Dyes IE 
ou fought with Shame, and tame hath conqueed he. 
This lameneſſe wil not ſerue. * 
L. Ma. Gnmaſke pour ſelfe. 
Lin. Leadehome pour daughter. 
I. Ma. Take pour Q ephew hen ee. 
: Rafe. 'Yence,ſwounds,what meant poycare you mad? | 
hope pou cannot infozce my wife OI Hamont 
Ma. Pour wife, 
Un. What Yammone 
Rafe Yrã my wife, and therfoze the pꝛ ow ort ol gou that 
laies hands un her firſt, Jlelay myeruteh crniſfe his pate. 
Fire To him lame Rae, Heres bzaueſpozt. | 
Rafe Role call vou her why her name is Jane, loke 
dere elſe, do you know her now? 
Lin. Is this pour daughter? 
. Aa dats: F 
cpr bond of L incolne, we are both abulde 
By this baſe craftie darlet. 
| Firk Peafozſwthnovarlet,fo;ſothno baſe,fozſoth Jam 
but meane,no crattisneither,but of the Gentle Craft. 
. Ma. Whereis my 3 is my _—_ 
in 


bs the Gentle Graft. Jy 


Lin. Whereis m nephewLaciomarriey? ©. 
Firke Why here is god latde mutton-as Þpzomilt 
Lin. Aillaine, Ile haue the punicht fo: this wꝛong. 
Free puniſh che io) nyman villaino, but not the ney» 

man ſhomaker. Emer Dodger. 
F er. 


Þ U 
bh 4 


r Hephew Latis, and your daughter Noſe, 
Earelpthis mozning wedded at the Sauspy x 
None being pꝛeſent but the Ladie Pairelet' ' 

Boſtdes J learnt among the officers, r 511 Liza 
The Loꝛd Maioʒ vowes to ſtand in their defence, © 
Gainſt any that Hal ſ@ke to croffethe mat. 

Lm. Dares Cy2e the ſhomaker vpholvthodidee 

Firli Pes fir,ſhomakers dare ſtand in a woitians 
F warrant vou, as deepe as another, and dieper tw. 

Dod. Bestdes, his grate, to day dines with the Þ atoz, 
Who on his knees humbly intends to fal, 
Anvbeg apardoiifozpour Nephewes fault, |! GC un 


' 15." Bak Flo peyent hinitcome ür Roger Dteloy, , 


E he king wil doe vs iuſtite in this taule, 
Pow ere their hands haue made them man and wife, 
Fwilbiſſoyne the match,o;\oſemy life. exon. 

+ Firke Avuemonſitur Dovger,farewelfales,yaha,- 
Oh if they had aide J would haue (6 lambde them with 
floutes, O heart, my codpece point is readie to ſlie in pieces 
every time J thinke vpon miſttis Role, but lot that paſſe,as 
my Ladie Paireſte ſaics. | | 


0 


"Hodge This matter is mlwerdicome Nafe,home with 


thy wife, come my ine ſhomakers; lets to dur maſters the 
new loꝛd Paioꝛ and there ſwagger this ſyzoue ueſday, ile 
pꝛomiſe you wine enoutzi fo; Madge kepes the ſeller. 


All Drare! Badge is a gad wenth . 
Fuke And lle pꝛomiſe you meate enough , fo; ſimpzing 


#3 * Duſan 


T 


Pero J come fo bzing vnwelcome newcs, 


| pen the s my hearts, and ſhut vun the 


—— — —— . 


of pleaſant Conedie = 


Euran 2 . ——— 
ring 8 

N 2 . pat brine 

carts. 23 80440 

9 Fake Dh bꝛaue, oh ſweete bell, © delic epa 


in the h e pancakes; ah rare my. heaxtes 
march * yono2 of (aint Pugh t La 
dall in Gratious —— toʒner, which our ſcrthenewe 
loꝛd 1Ba'o2 hath built. 
Rafe D the crew ofgodfeilows that wildine atlas 
Ha!02s cotig dar:! v2 n 
| Hedge By the Need priced Mining is is a mali blaue man, 
how ſhal pꝛentiſes be hound to pay fo2 him, and the honour 
of the gentlemen ſhomakers: lets —— 
bes bountye. 


x 


ir. O muſical bel dull 0 Podge,®, myb2ethzen theres _ 
5 — — 


piping hote, like ſergrants, hæſe and baewelle comes mar⸗ 
ching in dꝛie faftes, fritters and pancakes comes 7 
m in whole barrowes,heanes and ozenges hopping in paꝛ⸗ 
ters eee eee erde and 
cuſtardes comes quauering in in mault ſhouels. 
Enter more prentiſei. | 
All Whop,lwke here, lobe herr. 1 
Hodge How now madde laddes;whitber awap is fa. 
I. Pren. Whither, why-ta the great nein hail, know you 
not why: The lo:zdeHaigzhath hidden au the pꝛentiſes in 
L ondon to b:eakfaſt this mozning. 
All Dh bꝛaue ſhomaker,oh bꝛaue lozd of incompzchen- 
ſible god Os wha, bearlic you , the pancaketell 


1 | | D g 
Fes | bs SEL . oi Firke 


be Sent Graft, Q 


' | Firkes Nay moꝛe my hearts; eue ouetuelday is out 
ptere of —— : and whey the 4 rings, we are as 
free as ddd aw vpotrfhops,and make | 

TE at ee Wes 


9 Sant Huge Holiday” 
Hoare 2 de euer. 
ii Dy bꝛaue come come my hearts, atbay, way. 
Fate O eternall credite to vs — gentle: Craft, waving 
erben, 


Wee — 2 8 
eee l 


Kme' Is dur — Pato2 vf London ſuch wn ö 
Wor Wrecks One of the merrieſt madcaps in vour land, Jes 
ur Gzate wil thinke,when vou behold the man, 


tes rather a wilde ruffm than a Paid: 
. —.—.— . 4 01 
In al his actions that concen 4 


— — 


err wil be dacht ——ů 
Noble man It may be ſo, my Liege. 


King WMhich to pꝛeuent,. 239 30 3:36; 
Let ſome one giue him notice,tis our mans. 
Chat he put on dis wanted merriment: T a 
Het watt. All On age, bs, 
Enter eA we Hodge, Farbe, Rat, ani thier ſboemalers, 
4 UI with napkins on their ſhoulders. 

Eyre Come my fine Hodge, ny ioliy g ſhwema⸗ 
kers, ſoft, where be theſe Ganiballes ; thele varlets my offi- 
ters, let them al walke and waite vpowmy bꝛothꝛen, fo2 my 
— none — non#bat the lmery 


of 


e pleaſant ¶ amedie 7 

of my Company ſhall in their battin haves Waite vpponthe 
trencher of mp ſoueraigne. 

TER HONED — eie 
Ayre No moze pour 
tiſes want no cheece, let wiue be plentiful as beere,andbere 
as water, hang thelepenuppinching fathers, that cramme 
wealth in innocent lamb ſuunnas, rip knaues, auaunt, loke 
to my gueſts 
. Hodge Pp L ond, we are at our wits end 

hundꝛed t ables wil nat tealt the ſaurth part ol them. 
Ayre Then cauer me thole hundzed tables againe, and 
againe, til all n tolly pzentiſes be feaſted: auopdeBodge, 
runne Rafe, fciſke about mp nunble Firke , catowſe me fa- 
dome hcalths to the honoz of the thamiakers ; ds thep dix 
 Unely Hodge? do they tickle it Firke? 
_  Kirke Tickle it? ſome af them haue taken their licour (tans 
ding ſo long, that they can Sand no longer: but ioʒ mcate, 
they would cate it and they had it. 

Ayre Wantthep meate : whires this ſwag-belly, this 
greaſic kikchinguffe coe, call the variet to me: want mati 
Firke, Hodge, lame Kafe, runne my tall men, beleager the 
ſhambles, beggar al Caſt-Cheape, ſerue me wholeorenin 
chargers , and let ſhepe whine vpon the tables like pigges 
foꝛ want of god fclowes to eate them. Want meateihaniſt 
Firke, auaun 
Hodge Pour (02dthipmniſtakes my man Firke, he means | 
their bellies want meate, n 

ſo much they can eate nothing. N 

| . 

Wie Uhere is myeo d. e <7? 

Ayre Bow-now lady Parr. 

Wir The kings moſt excelent maieſty is nen, her 
n honog; one of hi meer hege 


= 


— — — TER ——ů— A ——— 


the Genthe Craft 
— — merp. and (ofo2th:buttict that pale. 

yre Js my Doueratgne come t vanich my tall M ma⸗ 
kers, my nimble bꝛethen, iwke to my gueſts the pꝛentiſes: 
vet tay a littie, hownow — — 

Hans Let me requeſt vou to remember m. 

J know pour honour ceafily map obtaine, | 
Free pardon of the king fo me and Roſe, 
_ reconcile me to my vncles grate. 

yre Pane done my god ans, my tiere 
—— cherely, Ile fall vpon both my knees till they be as 
hard as hozne,but I ie get thy pardon. © 

Wife God my Lo haue a care what pon ſpcake fs his 
grace. 

Eyre Away you Tflington whitepot , hence you haps 
perarſe, pou barly pudding ful of magots,you bꝛoyld carto- 
nado, auaunt, auaunt, auoide las:thatl im 
Epꝛe leaue to ſpeake ol you Ladie Madgu⸗ — 


whirligigs, go, rub, out of mine alley: Dim Ey2e knowes 


how to ſpeake to a Pope, to Sultan Sohman, to Tambur- 
laine and he were hcre:and ſhal J melt? ſhal J dzope beſoʒe 
my Doueraigne? no, come my Ladie Padgie, follow me 
 Hauns, about your buifinefſe mp fre-botcrs:Firke, 

friſke abouz,and about, and about,foz honour of mad % 
mon Eyꝛe Lo2d Paid: of London. + 

Firke ep fo2 the honour of the ſhomakers. eren. 
A long flouriſh or two: enter King, Nobles, Eyre, bus wife, Lacie, 

Roſe ©: Lacie and Roſe kneele. 

King Mell Lacie though the fact was verie foule, 
Ok your renditingfrom-our ingly lone, 
And your otune duetie, pet we pardon you, e? 
Riſe both, and miſtris — Maio: 


Foz 


oh pleaſcnt Comedre of 


vdur yang bꝛidegrome here. | 
2 Do my — — — the 
gentlemenſhomakers (hal let vour ſwete marcſties image, 
chake by iowle by Saint - ugh, fo2/ this honour you haue 
done poꝛe Simon Ep2:e . I beſeeth your grate pardon my 
rude behauiour, J am a handicraſts man, vet my heart ts 
without craft, would be ſoꝛʒy at my boule, chat 5—— 
ſho ald offend my king. 

King Nay, | pzay thee god 102 Paioz.be euen as mery 
as if thou wert among thy thomakers,  , 
It does me god to ſæ thee in this humour. 

Eyre Saiſt thou me ſo my ſwerte Diocleſian: then tans, | 
Pꝛinte am J none, yct am I pꝛincely boꝛne, by the Lozd 
ol Ludgate my Liege, Ile be as merrie as a pie. 

King Tel ute infaith mad Eyze, how old thou art. 

Eyre My Liege a verie boy, aſtcipling, a vonker, vou 
be not a white baireon my head, not a gray in this beard, 

_ euerie haire I aſſure thy maicſtie that ſtickes in this 
beard, Sum Gy2e values at the king of Babilons r 
Tama Chams beard was a rubbing b2uſh- tot : pct Ile 
ſhane it off, and ſtuſfe tennis balis with it to pleale mybully 
ting. 

ROS But all this while 3 do not know your age, 
Eyre My liege, Jam fire and fiftie yeare olde, yet 
can crie bumpe 5 with. a ſound heart foz the honour of 
Saint Hugh: martze this ofne wench ,- mp king, J 
dauncde the ſhaking ol the ſhetes with her fire and thir- 
tie yeares agoe, and pct J hope to. get two o2 the pong 
Loꝛde Paioꝛs ere J die: J am luſtie fill, Sim Gp2e 
il! : care, and colde lodging bꝛings white haires. Pp 
ſwerte ÞPateſtte , let care danich, taſt it vppon thy 
Nobles , it will make the loke alwayes young: like 
Apollo, and crye humpe : Pzince am I none, 


7 


. the Gen te { raft. Pa 


7 pꝛinceip bozne, 
— g Va ha: (aye Concwall, dun thou 6 *. * 


Noble man Hot J, my Lozve. M e mt 
Enter Lancoine, due AS | | > 


King Lincolne,whatnewes with you? | 
Line. PLgracious tern hans cr vnto you ele, | 
Foz there are trayto2s here. 
All Traptozs, where? who: 
| Eyre Traitoꝛs in my heuſe: eee te, 
ficers? zie ſpend m ſoule ere my king feele e. ud 
King Where 1s the traytoz?Luncolue. ** 1? 
3 Bere he ſtands. 
King Coznewall,lay hold on Lacie;Lincolnedpeake; 
Nepheweschargee. | 


* 


what can thou lay vnto thy 

—.— n 
ert eaten eee 

Zobe commander over powers in Francs A d 4 


King Od Lincolne gaptheepalſe a while, 
Cuen in thine eies R — wn'hom = 7 uh ol 
3 know how Latit did negled our laue, 

Aanne himſelfe depcly ne) 

Into vile treaſon. * 
Linc. phat booed, 5 27 1a. 1 
King Lincoine, he moi e 

That eld - 1.5 
Linc. IN notbe 2 7 ey lp 1 
_ Po pn Coy. | 


4 


— Weed 


| Lin Then (gov my liege) fo2bid the boy to wed 
One, whoſe meane birth will much difgrace his bed. 
King Are they not married⸗ 
Linc. No my Liege. 
Both We are, 
King Shall J dino2zce them then: O be it farre, 
That any hand on earth ſhould dare vntie, 
The ſacred knot knit by Gods maieſtie, | 
J would not foz my crownediflopne their hands, 
That are coniopnd in holy nuptiailbands, 
How ſaiſt thou Lacy?wouldf thou loſe thy Roſe? ah 
Hans Not fe2 all Indians wealth, my ſoueraigne. 
King But Roſe J am ſure her Lacie would fozgoe. 
Roſe If Roſe were afkt that queſtion, A 
King Pon heare them Lincolne. 
Linc Pea my liege, Jdo. 
King Pet can{tthoufind arts: 
Who livks beſides pon to diuozte thelelouers: - 
I. Ma. 4 do(my gractous Rot) A amher father, 
King Sir Roger Oteley, our lan ale; TI, 
Nob The ſame my liege 
King Would you offend Loues lawes? 
del, vou (hal haue your wills, you ſue to mo, 
To pꝛohibite che match: Dot, let me ſ@, 
PVou both arc married, Lacie, art thounot? 
Hans J am, dꝛeab Boueraigne: 
King Then vpon thy life, 
I charge N er call this women wite. 


Role O my me qrittions 9d ' bneek 
King Nay Roſe, neuer wwe me, J Wing. 
Although as pet J am u batthelloꝛ, 

Betz 3% eee e e | 


the Gentle { raft. 
Roſe enn 
Pet make the body liuee 
King Pea, (opzofound? 21 
I cannot Roſe, but you J muſt diuide: 
Faire maide,fhis bzidcgromecannot be ponr hide. 
Are vou pieaſde Lincolne? Oteley, we eta wen 

Both Bes myLozd; - - 

King Then mult my heartbeeaſve; 
Foz credit me, my conſcience liues in paine, 
Til theſe whom J deuozcde be ioynd againe: 
Lat, giue me thy hand, Roſe, lend methine, 

Be what pag would be: kiſſenow :ſo;thats fins, 
At night (louers) to bed: now let me ſie, 
Which of pou all miflikes this harmony? 
L.Ma. Wil pou then takefrommemy bee 


King Why tell me Otcley, ines not Laces name, 


Asbightin the weer epe, asthe gay deames 
Ok any citizens 
Linc. Peabut my gratious Rand, 
A do millike the match ſurre mass tam he, 
„ OT ints pom ge 
Lincolne, no moge, 
N 
Cares not foz difference of birth, oʒ ſtate, 
Che maive is vong, wei bome, faire, vertuous, 
A wozthy bꝛide fo2 any gentleman: 
Weſides,your nephew foz her ſake did Kope 
Co bare neceiſlitie: and as A hear, 
Fozgetting hono2s, and all — 
To gaine her laue, became a ſſaemaber. 
As fo; the honoꝛ which he loi in France, 
Thus Jrede&me it: Lacie, kmele ther dot, 
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, N Ne ſent Coniels of 


Tell e in earnielstctep;canilt thou chider: 
Seeing thy Koſe a ladie and a bzpde-7'!/ 5 | 
\ Lord Major. J am content with what your Grace hath 
ones Du 14 
> Linc. — — remediy.. 6 2 
King K youfrends; 
Where there is much loue, all dicoꝛd ends, 2 0 
Mhat ſapes my madRd2dHPaioztoallthis loue? mA 
Eyre O my liege, this honour ponhaue done to my ing 
lournepman here, Rowland Lacie, and all theſe fauaurs 
which you haue ſhutune to me this daye in my pane houſe, 
will make Dimon.®pzelue lofiger by one dozen ——— 
R moꝛe then he ſhould. 
King Pay,my mad an aioz(that allbethpname) 
It any grace ofminecanlengtd thy life, | 
ator rqpr—dngrtny ů —ð—— ů ů ü . 
Ahich at thy caſt in Coanthillis ereued. } we | 
Shall take a name from vs,wele haue it et 
The keaden hall, becauſe in digging it, 
Pou found the leanthat covereth the ſame. | 4s 
Eyre J thanke your Paieſtie. 15 ed . u Inh nos 
Wife God bleſſe pour Gaace. ou} ont 
King Lincolze,a wars withyon. "I 23 20 


Enter Hodge, Firks Rafe.and — wins 102 
yre How now my mad knaues? Peace, brake len. 
4 —— t G 
King eee bes ene, ö there tkaye inpay, 
Mie wil inco2pozafe a new ſupply: 
Befoꝛe one ſummer mozepaſſe 0ze my head, 
gone Cog wasiniared; ; 
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the G entle Cat. 


Sometimes my fellowes, in — 
J liude as merry as an emp: 
King y mad loꝛd Mayor, are all theſe ſhomakers? 
Eyre All Shocmakers; «mp Liege, all gentlemen ofthe 
Gentle Traft;ttue@roians.couragious ro, thep 
all kneleto the ſhine of holy ſamit ug gz. 
All God ſaue pour maieſty all ſthomak | 
King Mad Simon,woul»theyany thing with vs: 
Ey — Mum mad knaues, not à woꝛd, le dot, 4 warrant 
von. They are all beggars,my Liege, all fo2 themſelues:and 
J foꝛ them all, on both my knees do intreate, that foz the ho⸗ 
no2 of poꝛe Dimon Epꝛe, and the god ot his hzethzen theie 
mabd knaues, your Gꝛate would vouchſafe ſome p2tailege io 
my new Lenen hall, that it maybe lawful nie to buy and 
ſell leather there two dayes a werke. 
King Mad Dim, 1 grant your ſte,youſhallhaue patent 
To hold two market dayes in eden hall, 
Mondayes and Fridayes;thoſe ſhal be the times: 
Will this content you? 
All Jeſus bleſſe your Szace, 
Eyre Jn the name of theſe my paze bꝛethꝛen ſhomakers, 
J molt humbly thanke your ©2ace . But befoze J riſe, ſees 
ing you are in the Giuingvaine, and we r Begging, 
graunt Sim Cy2e one bone moze, 
King What is it my Lo2d Maio: 
Eyre Uouchſafe to taſte of a poꝛe banquet that Tandes 
ſwetely-waiting to vour ſweete pꝛeſente. 
King - Jhhall vnde thæ Cpꝛe, only with feaſts , 
Already haue J bene to troubleſome, 
Eyre D my deere king, Dim Cpꝛe was takin vnowarcs 
vpon a day ofſh2ou:ng which J p2oiailt long ago to the pꝛen 
tiſes of Landon: foz andt pleaſe your Vichaes, in time * 
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